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The Reader is deſired to obſerve, that the Paſſages omitted 
in tht Repreſentation at the Theatres are here preſerved, and 
marked with inverted Commas; as in Line 14 to 18 in 
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' And gives you more of Moral than of Sport ; 2 


PROLOGU E. 


— 


CJNPRACTICED in the Drama's artful Page, 
Aud new to all the Dangers of the Stage, | 

Where Tudgment fits to ſave, or damn his Play, 
Our Poet trembles for his firſt Egſay. 


He, Ike all Authors, a conforming Race! 
Writes to the Tafte, and Genius of the Place; 
Intent to fix, and emuleus to pleaſe 
The happy Senſe of theſe politer Days, 

He forms a Model of a wirtuous Sort, 


He rather aims to draw the melting Sigh, 

Or flew! the pitying Tear from Beauty's Eye; 
To touch the Strings, that humanize our Kind, Th 
Man's ſeuerteſt Strain, the Muſic of the Mind. 


Ladies, he bids me tell you, that from You, 
His firſt, bis faw'rite Character he drew; | 
A young, à lovely, un:xperienc'd Maid, . 
In honeft Truth, and Innocence array d; 
Of Fortune deſtitute, with Wrong oppreſl, 
By Fraud atiempied, and by Love diſtreſt; 
4 et guarded ft. il; and every Suffering paſt 
Her Virtue meets the ſure Reward at laſt. 


From ſuch Examples ſhall the Sex be taught, 
Thw Virive fes whom their Eyes have caught ; 
How Honeur beautifies the faireſt Face, 
Improves the Mein, and dignifies the Grace. 


And hence the Libertine, aube butlis a Name 
On ihe baſe Ruins of a Woman's Fame, 
Shall own, the beſt of human Bleſſings lie _ 
Jn the chaſte Honours of the nuptial Tie; * 
T here lives the bome-felt Swat, the near Delight, 41 
There Peace r. poſes, and there Joys unite ; 
And female Virtue was by Heawn defign'd 
To charm, to peliſh, ard to bliſs Mankind, 
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SCENE an Apartment. 


Enter young Belmont and Col. Raymond. 


I.. Y dear Colonel, you are as unlettered in: 
| Love as I am in War—What, a Woman, a 
fine Woman, a (oquet, and my Siſter !—and to be 
won by Whining !— Mercy on us! that a well-built 
Fellow, with common Seſne, ſhould take Pains to un- 
Man himſelf, to tempt a warm Girl of two- and-twenty 
to come to bed to hi II ſay again, and again, Co- 
lonel, my Siſter's a Woman. a dd ral 
Col. And the very individual Woman that I want, 
Charles. | | | | 

Bel. And of all Women in the World, the leaſt fit 
for thee— An April Day is leſs changeable than her Hu» 
mour— She laughs behind her Fan at what ſhe ſhould 
uot underſtand; calls Humili.y, Meannefs, and Bluſh- 
ing, the want of Education. In all Affairs with a_ 
man, ſhe goes by Contraries; if you tell her a merry 
Story, ſhe fighs—if a ſerious one, the laughs ; —for* 
yes, ſhe ſays no, and for no, yes; and is Miſtreſs of 
ſach obedient Features, that her Looks are always ready 
to confirm what her tongue utters. | 

2 Fine painting, upon my Word, and no Flat- 
ter ! 

Bel. This is the Lady No for the Lover. —A Fel- 
low, made up of Credatity and Suſpicion ; believing® 
where he ſhould doubt, and doubting where he ſhould 
believe; jealous without Cauſe, and ſatisfied without 
Proot— A great Boy, that has loſt his Way ;—and blub- 
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bering thro? every Road, but the Right, to find hi 
Home again; ha! ha! ha! | 
_ Col, Mighty florid, indeed, Sir! 
Bel. Come, come, Colonel—Love, that can exalt 
the Brute to a Man, has yet fet you upon all-fours— 
Women are indeed delicious Creatures but not what 
you think *em—The fiſt Wiſh of every Mother's 
Daughter is Power—the ſecond Miſchief—The Way 
to her Heart is by Indifference, or Abuſe; — For who- 
ever owns her Beauty, will feet her Tyranny—bu: if 
he calls her ugly, or a Fool, ſhe'll fet her Cap at him, 
and take Pains for his good Opinion 
Cel. And fo, Sabmilkoa and Flattery are ont of your 
Syſtem? . | 
Bel. For Submiſſion and Flattery, I ſubſtitute Impu- 


dence and Contradiftion—Theſe two, well managed, 


wyl do more with Beauty in an Hour, than fine Speeches 
in a year Your fine Woman expects Adoration ; and 


receives it as common Incenſe, which every Fool offers 


—ywhile the rode Fellow, who tells her Truth, claims 
all her Attention —Difficulty endears Conqueſt- T 
him only ſhe appears what ſhe ſhould be to all; and 


while ſhe labours with her natural Charms to ſecure 


kim—ſhe's loſt. herſelf. 

Col. Why, faith, Charlrs, there may be (ome Muſic 
in theſe wild Notes—bnt F am fo far gone in the old 
Ballad, that I can fing no other Word: to any Tune. 
Biel. Ha! ha!—Thou poor, mouraful Nightingale in 
a Cage, ſing on then— and I'll whiltle an upper Part 
with thee, to give a little Lite to the Meaſure, 

Cel. That will be kind—for Heaven knows I have 
veed of Atfifiance—Pr'ythee tell me doſt think As- 


8 fetta wants Underflanding ? 


Bel. N o, faith, I think not. 
Col. Good Humour? 
Bel. Hum !- She's g nerally plezs'd. 

Cel. What then can reconcile her Behaviour to me, 
and her Fundnefs for ſuch a Reptile as Fa.dlr? A Fel- 
low, made up of Knavery ard No ſe with Scandal for 
Wit, and Impudence for Railiery ; and fo needy ! 
that the very Devil might buy him for a ſingle Guinea 


EI ſay, Charles, what can tempt her even to an AC» 


* 


naintance with this Fellow? | | PS 
; Bel. Why, the very Underſtanding and Good“? | 


» 
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Famour, you ſpeak of A Woman's Underſtanding is 
Deſign, and her Good-Humour—Miſchief—Her Ad- 
vances to one Fool are made only to teize another. 

Col. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. : 

Bel. And her Good-Humour is kept alive by the 
Succeſs of her Plots. 

Ce!. Bnt why ſo confiant to her Fool F 

Bel. Becauſe her Fool is the fitteſt for her Purpoſe, = 
He nas more Tricks than her Monkey, more Prate than 
her Parrot, wore Servility than her Lap-Dog, more 
Lies than her Woman, and more Wit than her - Co- 
lone. And, faith, all theſe Things conſidered, I can't 
blame my Siſter for her Conſtancy. 

Col. Thou art a wild Fellow, and in earneſt about 
nothing but thy own Pleaſu-es—and fo we'll change 
the Subject. — What ſays Figelta ? | 

Bel. Why there now !—That a Man can't inſtruct 
another, but he muſt be told, by way of Thanks, how 
much he liands in need of Aſſiſtance himſelf ! | 

Col. Any new Difficulties ? 

Bel. Mountains, Colonel, a few Mountains in m 
8 if I want Faith to remove em, I hope 

a 


have Strength to climb em and that will do my 
Buſineſs. 


Col, She's a Woman, Charks, | 

B-l. By her Outſide one would gueſs fo—but look & 
little farther, and, except the Stubborneſs of her Tem- | 
per, the has nothing feminine about her—She has Wit b: 
without Pertreſs, Bcauty without Conſcioaſneſs, Pride 4 
without Io olence, and Defire without Wantonneſs,—- 
In ſhort, the has every Thing 

Col. That you wevld with to ruin in her. Why, 
what a Devil are you, Charles, to ſpeak fo feelingly of 
Vutuzs, which you omy admire to deſtioy ! 

el. A very pretty Comforter, truly. 

C. Come, come, Charles, if ſhe is as well born as | 
you pretend, what hinders you from cheriſhing theſe 
Qua ities in a Wile; which you would ruin in a Mi- 
trels ?—Marry her, marry her, MES 6 | 

Bil. And hang myſeif incher Garters the next Morn- © 
ing, to give her Virtues the Reward of Widuwhood! 

Faith. 1 mult read amela twice over firſt. —Bor fap 
poſe her not born as I pretend; but the Outeaſt fn 
pgar, and obliged to * for a little Education! 
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Col. Why then her Mind is dignified by her Obſcu- 
Tity ; and you will have the Merit of railing her to a 
Rank, which ſhe was meant to adorn.— And where's 
the migh y Matter in all this!—You want no Addition 
to your Fortune, and have only to ſacrifice a little un- 
bag + of Sl to neceſſary Happineſs. 

Bel. Very Heroical, upon my Word !—And fo, my 
2 Colonel, one Way, or other, I muſt be married, it 

ems ! | 

Col. If Tiaſlia can be honeſt, my Life on't, you are 
of my Mind within this Fortnight,—But pr'ythee, ſince 
I am not to- believe your former Account of her—who 
is thi delicious Gil, that muſt and will get the better 
of your Pride ? 

Bel. A Siſter of the Graces, without mortal Facher, 
or Mother.—She dropt from the Clouds in her Cradle, 
was lull'd by toe Winds, chriſtened by the Rains, foſ- 
tered by a Hag, ſold fora Whore, ſentenced to a Rape, 
and reicued by a Rogue—to be raviſhed by her own 
Conſent.— There's Myfttery and Hieroglyphic for you! 
—and.every 5yllable a Truth beyond & pocrypha! 

Ce/, Ana what am I to underſtand by all this ? 

Bel, Faith, juſt as much as your Underiianding can 
earry,—A Man in Love is not to be truſted with a Se- 
cret. | 

Cel. And pray, moſt diſcreet Sir, is Roſetta ac- 
quaipted with her real Hiſtory ? | 

Bl”, Not a Circumſtance, — She bas been amvufed 
like you, and ſtill believes her to be the Siſter of a dead 
Friend of mine at College, bequeathed to my Guardian - 
ſhip.—But the Devil I find owes me a Grudge for for- 

mer Vixtues——for this Siſter of mine, who — upos 
Fi elia, and believes every Thing I have told her of 
her Family and Fortune, has very fairly turn'd the Ta- 
bles upon me.—She talks of Equality of Birth, forſooth 
of Virtue, Prudence and good Senſe; and bids me 
bleſs my Stars for throwing in my Way the only Wo- 
man in the World, that has gocd Qualities enough to 
yeclaim my bad ones—and make me, what ſhe ſays 
every Man ought to be—a good Huſband ! 

Ca, Was der poor, innocent Feilow in ſuch Di- 
trefs!——But what fays the old Gentleman, your Father? + 

Bk Why, faitb, the Cenaimy of a little Money _ 
| | won, 


* 
3 


——— — TOOIOCOERs— | 


- 
- 


me Creavon—I'cando what | will with every Man in 
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would ſet Lim at Work the ſame Way. But I'll have 

one Trial of Skill with 'em yet. As I brought her in 

by one Lie, I'll take her out by another--Pll ſwear 

_ a Whore—that I may get an Opportunity to make 
er one, 

Col. Moſt religiouſly reſolved, upon my Word! 

Bel. Between you and me, Colonel, has not your old 
Gentleman, Sir Charles, a liquoriſh Look out for Fi- 
delia himſelf ? | 

Col. No, upon my Honour. ! believe his Aſſiduities 
there, are more to prevent the Deſigns of another, than 
to forward any of his own.. | 

Bel.. As whe ſhould ſay, becauſe I have no Teeth 
for a Cruſt, I'll muzzle the young Dog that has.—A 


Pox of every Thing that's old, but a Woman !—for * 


*tis but varying her Vocation a little, and you may 
make her as uſeful at fifty-fiv', as fifteen, —But what 
ſay you to a little Chat with the Girls this Morning ? 
—T believe we ſhall find 'em in the next Room. 


Col. Not iwmmeliately—t have an Appointment at 


Whitt's. 
Bei. For half an Hour, I am your Man there too. 
D'ye return ſo ſoon ? 

Col. Soongr if you will. 


Bel. With all my Heart.— dllons.. [Exeunt, | 


SCENE, Another Apariment. 


Enter Roſetta and Fidelia, meeting. 


Raſet. O, my Dear! I wes juſt coming to ſee if you 
were dreſt, You look as if you had had pleaſant Dreams 
Tait Night. a 

Fid. Whatever my Dreams were, they can't diſturb 
the Moroing's Happineſs, of meeting my dear Ræſetta 
ſo pay and charming. 1 

Rojet. My ſweet Creature !\—But what were your 
Dreams ? | 

Fid, O. Nothing -A Confuſion of gay Caſtles, builg 
by Hope, and thrown down by Diſappointment. 

Rojet. O barbarous! — well, for my Part, I never 
built a Caſtle in my -leep, that would not laſt *cill 
Doomſday—Give' me a Dream, and | am Miſtreſs of 
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it — And Power, Power! my Dear, ſleeping or waking, 


is a charming Thing! | 

Fid. Now, in my Opinion, a Woman has no Buſi- 
neſs with Power —FPower admits no Equal, and diſ- 
miſſes Friendſhip for Flattery - Beſides, it keeps the 
* at a Diſtance, and that is not always what we 
wiſh. 

 Rof. But then, my Dear, they'}l come when we call 
*em, and do what we bid 'em, and go when we ſend 
em There's ſomething pretty in that, ſure — And for 
Flattery,—take my Word for't, 'tis the higheſt Proof 
of a Man's eſteem— Tis only allowing one what one 
has not, becauſe the Fellow admires what one has — 
And ſhe, that can keep That, need not be afraid of be- 
lieving ſhe has more, | 

Fid. Ay, if ſhe can keep that —But the Danger is, 
in giving up the Subſtance for the Shadow—Come, 
come, my Dear, we are weak by Nature; and 'tis but 
knowing that we are ſo, to be x fs upon our Guard, 
— Fear may make a Woman ſtiong ; but Confidence 
vundoes her. 

Roses. Ha! ha!— How different Circumſtances di- 
rect different Opinions I- You are in love with a Rake 
of a Fellow, who makes you afraid of yourſel!—And I 
hold in Chains a mighty Colonel, who's »fraid of me 
And ſo, my Dear, we both go upon right Principles 
—Your Weakneſs keeps You upon your Guard, and my 
Power leaves Me without Danger, 

Fid. And yet you muſt forgive me, if I tell you, that 
you love this Colonel. 

Raſet. Who told you ſo, my dear Creature? 

Fid. | know it by the Pains you take to vex him— 
Befides, I have feen you look as if you did. 
" Refet. Look, Child I- why don't I look like other 
People ? 
id. Ay, like other People in Love—Oh, my Dear, 
J have ſeen juſt ſuch Looks in the Glaſs, when my 
Heart has beat at my very Lips, 

Raſer. Thou art the moſt provoking Creature! 


" F#Fid. You muſt pardon me, Rejeiza—1 have a Heart 
But little inclined to Gaiety; and am rather wonder 


ing, that when Happineſs is in a Woman's Power, ſhe 
ſhould neglect it for Triſles - or how it ſhould ever * | 
: 3 _ 
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her Thoughts, that the Rigour of a Miſtreſs can endear 
the Submiſſion of a Wife. 

Roſet. As certain, my Dear, as the Repentance of a 
Sinner out-weighs ia Opinion the Life of a Saint.— 
But, 'to come to ſerious Confeſhon, 1 have, beſides a 
Woman's Inclination to Miſchief, another Reaſon for 
keeping off a little—I am afraid of being thought mer- 
cenary. 

—- Hey Day—why, are you not his Equal every 
ay ? 

Rohet That's not it I have told you, that before his 
Father's Return from Exile—You know his unhappy 
Attachments to a ſucceſsleſs Party — This Colonel 
(brought up in our Family, and favour'd by Sir Reger 
and my Brother) laid violent S.ege to me for a whole 
Year.— Now, tho 1 own I never diſliked him—in all 
that Time either thro” Pride, Folly, or a little Miſchief, 
I nevcr gave him the leaſt Hint, by which he could 
guels at my Inchnations. 

Fid. Right Woman, upon my Word! 

Rof t. Tis now about three Months, fince the King 
in his goodneſs recall'd Sir Carles; and, by reſtoring 
the Eſtate, made the Colont] Heir to a Fortune, more 
than equal to my Expectations. —And row, to confeſs 
al, the Airs that Folly gave me before, Reaſon bids me 
continue fox to ſurrender my Heart at once to this ne- 
made Commander, would look as if the poor Colonel 
Had wanted a Bribe for the Governor, — Beſides, he has 
affronted my Pride, in dating to imagine I could de- 
ſcend fo low, as to be fond of that Creature, Fadale. 
—A Fellow, tormed only to make one laugh - a Cor- 
dial for the Spleen, to be bought by every Body; and 
fuſt as neceſſay in a Family as a Monkey - For which 
Inſolence, ] mult and wiil be revenged. 

Fa. Well, | confeſs this looks a little like Reaſon, 
But are you (ure, all this while, the Colonel, in Deſpair, 
won't raiſe the Sicge, and draw off bis Forces to an- 
Other Place? | | 

- Rojer. Pſhah II have a better Opinion of the Men, 
Child — Do but ply 'em with II- ulage, and they are 
the gentleſt Creatures in the Wort Like other Beaſts 


of Prey, you muſt tame em by Hunger but if once 
a 4Y Fo. 4d 1 A 6 deu 
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you feed *em high, they are apt to run wild, and for- 
get their Keepers. 

F:4. And are all Men ſo, Roſetta ? 

Rojet. By the Gravity of the Queſtion, Iii be whipt 
vow, f you don't expect me to ſay ſomething Civil of 
my Brother—Take Care of him. Fidelia, for Hunger 
can't tame him, nor Fulneſs make him wilder To 
leave you to his Guardianſhip, was ſetting the Fox to 
keep the Chicken. | 

Fid. Wild as he is, my Heart can never beat to an- 
ether—And then I have Obligations, that would amaze 

Ov. 

Reſet. Obligations !— Let me die, if I would not 
marry my Colonel's Papa, and put it out of his Power 
to oblige, or diſoblige me. 

Fid. Still you banter me with Sir Carle. Upon my 
Life, he has no more Deſigns upen me than you have 
— I know no Reaſon for his Friendſhip, but his general 
Humanity, or perhaps the Particularity of my Circum- 
ſtances. | | 

Reſet. Why, as you ſay, Youth and Beauty are par- 
ticular Circumſt nces to move Humanity—Ha! ha! 
ha !—O, my Lear, I ime's a great Tell-tale, and will 
diſcover all- What a ſweet Mamma ſhall I have, when 
I marry the Colonel! 


Enter Young Belmont, ard the Colonel, 


Bel. When you marry the Colonel, Siſter! — A 
Match, a Match, Child !—Here he is, juſt in the Nick 
—Ard, Faith, as Men go, very excellent Stuff for a 
Huſband | 

Col. | hoſe were lu ky Words, Madam. 

Reſet. Perhaps not fo lucky, if you knew all, Sir. ' 
Now, or never, for a lit le Lying, Fidel a, if you love 
me. [ Apart to Fid. 
Fid, VI warrant you, my Dear—You muſt know, 

Sir, [/e Bel.] that your S.fter has taken it into her 
Head, that the Colonel s Father is my Lover. 
Rojer.' What is ſhe going to ſay now? © [Ad. 
Fig, And as ſhe 1roks upon herielt io be as good as 
matried to the Colonel— 205 
Rojet. Who 11—11— | 
Fid. She has been ſettling ſome Family Affairs 2 
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her new Mamma here — And upon my Word, ſhe's a 


ſweet Contriver. 

ReJet. And you think I won't be even with you for 
this, Fidelia? 

Bel. Siſter! | 

Cel. And was it ſo, Madam ?—And may I hope? 

Rojet. Was it fo, Madam? — And may I hope? 
[mocking bim —No, Sir, it was not ſo—and you may 
not hope Do you call this Wit, Fiaelia? 

Fid. My dear Creature, you muſt allow me to laugh 
a little—Ha! ha! ha! 

Roſet. Tis mighty well, Madam—Oh for a little 
Devil at my Elbow now, to help out Invention. [ //ides 

Bel. Ha! ha! ha!—Wor't it come, Siſter ? 

Rect. As ſoon as your Manners, Brother=You and 
your grave Friend there, have been genteelly employed 
indeed, in liſtening at the Door of a Lady's Chamber 
And then, becauſe you heard nothing for your Pur- 

ſe, to turn my own Words to a Meaning, I ſhould 
bare myſelf for dreaming of. 

Bel. Why, indeed, Child, we might have perplext 
you a little, if Fidelia bad not fo artfully brought you off. 

Raſet. Greatly obliged to her, really! 

[Walk ng in Diſorder. 

Col. I nc ver knew till now, Roſetta, that I could find 
a Pleaſure in your Uneaſineſs. | 

Re. And you think, Sir, tha! I ſhall eafily forgive 
this Inſolence ? - But you may be miſtaken, vir. a 

Bel. Poor Thing, how it pants! Come, it ſhall have 
a Huſband! - We muſt about it immediately, Colonel; 
for ſhe's all over in a Flame. 

Roſet. You grow impertinent, Brother Is there no 
Re ief? | Aide. 

Bel. Shall I lift up the Saſh for a little Air, Child? 


Enter Servant. 


Reſet. Se, Jobn! Have you delivered the Cards 

gave ou? | 
very. Yes, Madam —and Mr. Faddle de ſires his Com- 
pliments to your | adyſhip, and adam Fiaelia. | 
Reſet. Mr. Fadole, Jabs — Where did you ſee him? 
Ser. He met me in the Street, Madam, and made 
me ſtep into a Coffee-houſe with him, 'till he wrote 
this, Madam, [Delivers @ Litter, and 2 
ky ) 44. 
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Roſet. O, the kind Creature ! — Here's a Letter from 
Mr. Faddle, Fidelia! Fortune I thank thee for this 
little Reſpite. Ale, and reading the Letter. 

Col. Does ſh+ ſuffer the Fool to write to her too? 

Fid. What, pining, Colonel, in the Midſt of Vic- 
tory ? 
| Col. To receive his Letters, Madam !—I ſhall run 
mad, . 

Bel. So!—Away Prop, and down Scaffold—All's 
over, I ſee. 

Raſet. O, Fidelia - Vou ſhall hear it Vou ſhall all 
hear it—And there's ſomething in't about the Colonel 
00. 

Col. About me, Madam. [ Peewiſhly. 

Rojet. Nay, Colonel, J am not at all angry now. — 

thinks this Letter has made me quite another Crea- 
ture.—To be ſure Mr. Faadle has the molt gallant Way 
of Writing! But his own Words will ſpeak beft for 
him. [ Reads. 

« Dear Creature, 
= 817 NCE au jeu Yeſlerday, Time has hung upon 
why me like a Winter in the Country—and A, you ap- 
« pear at Rehearſal of th: new Opera this Morning, my 
4% Fun will be in total Ecl pje for two Hours. -— Lady Fanny 
%% made ws laugh laft Night, at What's my Thought 
like, by comparing yeur Colonel to @ great Box o the 
% Ear—Becauſe it was wery rude, fhe ſaid, and what no 
* Lody cared for =T have a thouſand I hings to ſay—but 
« the Clamonr of a Coffte-hiuſe is an Interrujtion to the 
% Sentiments of Love and Veutration, with which Ian, 

FA «& Maudam, mast unſpeatably yours, 
- © WiLL. FaDDLE.” 
—— Is it not very polite, Colonel? 

Col. Extreamly, M:.dam !- Only a little out as to the 
Box o' te Ear— For you hall fee him take it, Madam, 
as Carelei-ly as a Pinch of Snuff. 

Nat. Fie, Colonel! You would not quarre! before 
Lady, | hope — Fidelia, you muſt oblige me with 

your Company to kehear all go put on my Capu- 

chin, and ſtep into the Coach, this Moment. ; 
Fid. | am no Friend to public Places; but I'll at- 

tend you, Madam. * 

+ Refer. You'li come. Colonel? 

Cal. To be ſure, Madam, | 

$7 þ 7:2 Bel, 
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Bel. Siſter Oh, you're a good Creature! 
[Exit Roletta, langbing affectedly. 

Fid. Shall we have your Company, Sir. [/0 Bel. 

Bel. We could find a Way to employ Time better, 
Child—But I am your Shadow, and muſt move with 
you wy where. [Exit Fidelia. 
— Ha! ha! ha!—How like a besten General doſt 
thou look now !—while che Enemy is upon the March, 
to proclaim Te Deum for a compleat Victory. 
Col. | am but a Man, Charles, and find myſelf no 
Match foy the Devil and a Woman. 

Bel. Courage, Boy !—and the Fleſh and the Devil 
may be ſubdued—Ha! ha! ha!—Such a Colonel! [Ex. 

Col. Why this it is to be in Love! Well! Let 
me but ſlip my Leaging-Ariags and if ever I am a 
* Woman's Baby again! 

To cheat our Wiſhes Nature meant the Sex, 

And form'd em, lels to plcate us than perplex. [Ex. 


— 


ACT II. Scene continues. 
Enter Sir Roger Belmont, and Sir Charles Raymond. 


Sir Reg. A Voracious young Dog !— Muſt I feed Or- 
tolons to pamper his Gluttony ! 

Sir Char. Be under no Apprehenſions, Sir Reger; 
Mr. Bel-nont's Exceſſes are mitigated by the Levity of 
Youth, and a too early Indulgence, In his Moments 
of thinking, know him generous and noble— And 
for Fidelia!/—T think I can be aaſwerable for her Con- 
duct, both in Regard to what ſhe owes herſelf, and 

ou. 

; Sir Ro. Why, look you, Sir Charles—the Girl's a 
ſweer Girl, and a good Girl-- arid Beauty's a fine 
Thing, and V:rtue's a fine Thing—But as for Ma- 
riage!—Why - a—Man may buy fine Things too dear. 
— A little — hc, Sir Charier, would ſet off her Be au- 
ty, and find her Virtue Employment—-But the young 
Rogue does not ſay a Word ot that, of late. 

Sir Char. Not of Marriage, I am ſure —His Love 
of Liberty will prevent your Fears one Way, and, I 
hope, Fiaclia's Honour, another, 7 | 2 

ir 
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Sir Ro. Moſt not have her ruined tho“! 1 

Sir Char. Fear it not, Sir Roger — And when next 
you ſee your Son, be a little particular in your En- 
quiries about her Family and Circumſtances — If the is. 
what her Behaviour ſpeaks her, and he pretendsa Lady 
of Birth and Fortune—Why, Secrets are unneceſſary— 
If he decl.nes an Expalnation, look upon the whole as 
a vr = iN to cover Purpoſes, which we muſt guard. 
againſt, 

Sir Ro. Why you don't think the Rogue has had: 
her, hah, Sir Charles? | . 

Sir Char, No, upon my Honour—I held her Inno- 
cence to be without Stain— Bat to deal freely with my 
Friend, I look ”= her Story, as ſtrange and impro- 
bable.—An Orphan, of Beauty, Family, and Fortune; 
committed by a dying Brother to the ſole Care of a li- 
12 young Fellow! — ou muſt pardon me, Sir 

oger. | 

Sir Ro. Pray go on, Sir, 

Sir Char. Brought in at Midnight too !—And then 
a young Creature, ſo educated, and fo irreſiſtibly amia- 
ble, to be in all Appearance, without Alliance, Friend, 
or Acquaintance in the wide World !—a Link, torn off 
from the general Chain !—I fay, Sir Roger, this is 
ſtrange. 

Sir Ro. By my Troth, and fo it is! 

Sir Char, | know mt why I am fo intereſted in this 
Lady's Concerns ; but Yeſterday, I indulged my Curio- 
ſity with her, perhaps, beyond the Bound: of Good- 
manners—l gave a Looſe to my Suſpicion, and added 
Oaths of Secreſy to my Enquiries. But her Aniwers 
only ſerved to multiply my Doubt: — And ſtill as I per- 
filted, I ſaw her Checks covered with luſhes, and her 
Eyes ſwimming in Tears—But my Life upon't, they 
were the Bluſhes, and the Tears ot Innocence: 

Sir Re. We mull, and will be ſatisfied, Sir Charles. 

Sir Char. For who knows, while we are delay ing, 
but-ſome unhappy Mother, perhaps of Rank too, may 
be wringing her Hands in Eiiterneſs of Mitery for this 
lot Daughter —Girls, wbo have kept their Virtue, Sir 
Roger, have done mad Things for a gan.they love. 

Sir Ro. And fo indeed they have I remember when 
I was a young Fellow myiel —But is, not that my 
Charles coming thro* the Hal vonder! SE 


* 


* : 
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Sir Char. Ay, Sir Roger. Attack him now—But let 
your Enquiries have more the Shew of accidental Chat 
than Defign; for too much Earneſtneſs may beget 
Suſpicion.— And ſo, Sir, I leave you to your Diſcre- 
tion. : [ Exit, 

Sir Ro. You ſhall ſee me again before Dinner—A 
Pox of theſe young rakehelly Rogues !—a Girl's worth 
twenty of em— if one could but manage her. 


Enter Young Belmont, repeating ; 


Bil. No Warning of th* approaching Flame, 
Swiftly, like ſudden Death, it came; 
Like Mariners, hy Lightning kill d, 
I burnt the Moment —— 


My dear Sir, J have not ſeen you to Day before ! 

Sir Ro. What, ſtudying Poetry, Boy, to help out the 
Year's Allowance ? 5 

Bel. Faith, Sir, Times are hard —and unleſs you 
come down with a freſh Hundred now and then, I may 

near to diſgrace your Family—and turn Poet. 

Sir Ro. And ſo want Friends all thy Life after! But 
now we talk of Money, Charles, what art thou doin 
with Fidelia's Money 1 am thinking, that a rou 
Sum thrown into the Stocks now, might turn. to pretty 
tolerable Account. 

Bel. 'The Stocks, Sir ? | 

Sir Ro. Ay, Boy. My Broker will be here after 
Dinner, and he ſtall have a little Chat with thee, about 
laying out a few of her Thouſands. ; 

Bel. I hope, he'll tell us where we ſhall get theſe 


Thouſands. Aae. 
Sir Ro. Thou doſt not anſwer me, Charlkz—Art 
dumb, Boy ? | 


Bel. y, to be ſure, Sir, as to that—Fidelia—T 
can't ſay, but that ſhe may - However, that 1s, you 
know, Sir—If a; to Poſſibility — Will your Broker be 
here after Dinner, Sir? | 

Sir Ro. Take a little Time, Chas — For at pre- 
ſent, thou doſt not make thyſelf fo clearly underſtood. 

Bel. Quite Right, to be ſure, S.r—Nothing could, 
beyond all Doubt, de more judicious, or more. advan- 


tageous— Her Intereſt, Sir — why as to that a pretty 
Fortune—but—did you know her Brother, Sir ? 
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Sir Ro. Who I, Child? No. 

Bel. Faith, nor I neither. [Ade,] Not know Jack, 
Sir ?— The Rogue would have made you laugh.—Did 
J never read yon any of his E pigrams ? But then he 
had ſuch an Itch for Play! — Why he would ſet you a 
whole Fortune at a Caſt— And ſuch a Mimick too! 
but no CAEconomy in the World Why, it coft him a 
cool fix Thouiand, to fland for Member once—O, I 
could tell you ſuch Stories of that Election, Sir— 

Sir Ro. Priythee, what Borough did he ſtand for! 

Bel. Lord, Sir I- e vas flung all to nothing - My 
Lord what d'ye-eall- um's son carried it fitteen to one, 
at half the Expence— In ſhort, Sir, by his Extrava- 
gance, Affairs are fo perplext, ſo very intricate, that 
upon my Word, Sir, I declaie it, I don't know what. 
to think of 'em. | 

Sir Ro. But ſhe has Friends and Relations, Charles! 
—T fancy, it I knew who they were, ſomething might 
be done. 

Bel. Yes, yes, Sir, ſhe has Friends, and Relations 
I fee, Sir, you know nothing of her Aﬀairs—vuch a 
String of em! — The only wiſe Thing her Brother ever 
did, was making me her Guardian, to take her out of 
the Reach of thoſe Wretches—I ſhall never forget his 
laſt Words Whatever you do, my dear Charles, ſays 
| he, taking me by the Hand, keep that Girl from her 
Relations - Why. I woald not for a thouſand Pounds, 
Sir, that any of them ſhould know where ſhe is. 

Sir Ro. Why, we have been a little cautious, Charles 
But where dovs the Eſtate lie ? | 

B.. Lord, Sir !—an Eftate and no Eſlate— I wonder 
a Man of your: Knowledge would aſk the Queſtion. 
An Earthquake may ſwallow 1t for any Thing I care 

Sir Ro. But where does it lie, Charie: F—In what 
County, I ſay? 

Bel. And then there's the fix thouſand Pounds, that 
her Father left her | 

Sir Re. What, that gone too, Charles? 

Bel. Juſt as good, | believe - Every Shilling on't in 
a Lawyers Hands. | 
« dir Ro. But ſhe is not afraid to ſee him too, Charles ? 
— Where does he live ? | 
Ael. Live, Sur !— Do you think ſuch a Fellow ought 


A COMEDY. - 5 


to live?—Why he has trumpt up a Contract of Mar- 
riage with this Girl, Sir, under the Penalty of her whole 
Fortune — There's a Piece of Work for you! 

Sir Ro. But has he no Name, Charles? — What is he 
calld, I ſay? 

Bel. You can't call him by any Name, that's too bad 
for him - But if I don't draw his Gown over his Ears 
why ſay, Iam a bad Goaidian, Sir—that's all. [Going.] 

Sir Ro. Harkee, Charles, come hither— If this ſhould 
be apocryphal now ? 

Bel. Sir? 

Sir Ro. A Fetch! a Fib, Charles /—to conceal fome 
honeſt Man' Daughbter, that you have ſtolen, Child! 

Bel. And brought into a ſober Family, to have the 
entire Poſſe fon of, without Lett, cr Moleſtation? — 
— Why, what a deal of Money have you laviſht away, 
Sir, upon the Fducation of a Fool? 

Sir Ro. 'There is but that one Circumſtance to brin 
thee of—For to be ſure, her Affairs might have been 
as well ſettled in private Lodgings — And beſides, 
Charles, a World of troubleſome Queſtions, and lying 
Anſwers might have been ſaved—But take Case, Boyz 
—for I may be in the ſecret before thou art aware 
on't—A great Rogue, Charles! [ Exit, 

- Bil. So! The Mine's ſprung, I ſee—and Fidelia 
has betrayed me—And yet, upon cooler Thoughts, ſte 
durſt not break her Word with me For tho” ſhe's a 
Woman, the Devil has no Part in her- Now will I be 
hanged, if my loving Siſter is not at the Bottom of all 
this— But if I don't oui-lot her- Let me fee | — Ay—- 
Fad.ile ſha'l be called in For the Fool loves Miſchief 
like an old Maid; and will out- lie an Attorney. 


Enter Roſetta. 


Reſet. What, muſing, Brother ? Now would | fain 
know, which of all the Virtues bas been the Subject of 
your Contemplations ? | 


Bel. Patience, Patience, Child — For he that has 


Connection with a Woman, let her be Wite, Miſtreſs, 
or Siſter, muſt have Patience. 


Reet. The moſt uſcful Virtue in the World, Bro- 
ther !—and Fidelia ſhall be your Tutoreſs—I'Il hold fix 
| ; - to 


4 « * 
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to four, that ſhe leads you into the practice on t with 
more Dexterity, than the beſt Philoſopher in England 
—She ſhall teach it, and yet keep the Heart without 
Hope, Brother? 

Bel. Why that's a contrary Method to yours, Siſter; 
—for you give Hope, where you mean to try Pa- 
tience moſt—And I take it, that you are the abler Miſ- 
treſs in the Art—Why every Coxcomb in Town has 
been your Scholar, Child. 

Rojet. Not to learn Patience There's your Miſtake 
now For it has been my conſtant Practice, to put my 
Scholars out of all Patience — What are you thinking 
of, Brother? | 

Bel. Why, I was thinking, Child, that t'would be 
a Queſtion to pazzle a Conjurer, what a Coquet was 
made for? | 

Rojſet. Am I one, Brother? | 

Bel. O, ke, Sifter ! 

Roſet. Lord! I, that am no Conjurer can tell yew 
that.—A Coquet !-Oh I- Why, a © oquet is a Sort of 
beautiful Deſert in Wax work, that tempts the Fool to 
an Entertainment, merely to baulk his Appetite.— 
And will any one tell me, that Nature had no Hand in 
the making a Coquet, when ſhe anſwers ſuch wife and 
neceſſary Purpoſes ?— Now, pray Sir, tell me what a 
Rake was made for ? 

Bel. Am I one, Siſter ? 

Rojer. O fie, Brother? | 

Fel. Nay, Child, if a Coquet be fo uſeful in the 
Syſtem of Morals, a Rake muſt be the moſt horrid 
Thing in Nature—He was born for her Deſtruction, 
Child - She loſes her Being at the very Sight of him 
and drops plump into his Arms, like a charmed Bird 
into the Mouth of a Rattle-Snake. 

Roſet. Bleſs us all !—What a Mercy it is, that we are 
Brother and Siſter ! 

Bel. Be thankful for't Night and Mornigg upon your 
Knees, Hufly—for I ſbould certainly have been the 
Ruin of you —But come, Reſetta— Tis allowed then 
that we are Rake and Coquet—And now, do you know, 
that the eſſential Difference between us lies only in two 
Words —Petticoats and Breeches ? 


Reſet. Ay, make that out, and you'll do 1 
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Del. Pleaſure, Child, is the Buſineſs of both And 
che ſame Principles, that make me a Rake, would make 
you—no better than you ſhould be—were it not for 
that Tax upon the Petticoat, called Scandal. Your 
Wiſhes are reſtrained by Fear—Mine, authoris'd b 
Cuſtom—And while you are forced to fit down with 
the ſtarved Comfort of making Men Fools I am upon 
the Wing to make Girls Women, Child. 

Roſet. Now, as I hope to be married, I would not 
be a Rake for. the whole World—unleſs I were a Man; 
and then do I verily believe, I ſhould tutn out juſt 
ſuch another, | 

Bel. That's my dear Siſter ! Give me your Hand, 
Child—Why now thou art the honeſteſt Girl in St. 
James's Paniſh—And 1 Il truſt thee for the future with 
all my Scerets—I am going to Fidelia, Child. 

Reſct. What a Pity tis, Brother, that ſhe is not ſuch 
a Coquet as I am? 

Bel. Not ſo neither, my ſweet Siſter—For, Faith the 
Conqueſt would be too eaſy to keep a Man conſtant. 

Roſer. Civil Creature! 

Bel. But here comes the Colonel—Now to our ſe- 
veral \ ocations—You to Fooling, and I to Buſineſs— 
At Dinner we'll meet, and compare Notes, Child. 

Reet. For a Pot of Coffee, I ſucceed beſt, 8 

Bel. Faith, I'm afraid ſo. [ Exit, 


Enter the Colonel. 


Col. To meet you alone, Madam, is a Happineſsy— 
Rofſet. Pray, Colonel, are you a Rake? Methinks I 
would fain have you a Rake. ei 
Col. Why ſo, Madam ?—"Tis a Character T never 
was fond of, | | 
Roſet. Becauſe I am tired of being a Coquet And 
my Brother ſays, that a Rake can transform one, in the 
Flirt of a Fan. 4 
Cel. I would be any Thing, Madam, to be better in 
your Opinion. 
Reject. If you were a Rake now, what would you ſay 
to me? | | 
Col. Nothing, Madam I would — | 
* - [Smnatches ber Hand, and lifes it. 
Ro/et. 
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Roſet. Bleſs me !—is the Man mad! —I 2 
what you would ſay to me ? 

Col IT would ſay, Madam, that you are my Life, m 
Soul, my Angel !—That all my Hopes of Happineis 
are built vpon your Kindneſs ! 

Raſet. Var well! keep it u 
Cel. That your Sm les are bri ghter than Virtue, ond 

your Chains ſweeter than Liberty ! s 

Roſet. Upon my Word! 

Col. O, Rita - How can you trifle ſo with a 
Heart that loves you ? 

Rojet, Very well !—Pathetic too! 

Col. Nay, nay, this is carrying the Jeſt too far— If 
you knew the Situation of wy Mind, you would not 
torture me thus. 

Rojer. Situation of the Mind e geographi- 
3 

ol. Pſha!—This is not in your Nature. 

Rofer. Suſpicion I pretty enough! 

Col. You know I have not deſerved this. 

Rojet. Anger ioo l- on! 

Col. No, Madam, — Fadele « can divert you this Way 
at an eaſier Price. 

Roſet. And Jealouſy! —All the Viciſhtudes of Love! 
—]Jncomparable ! 

Col, You will force me to tel] you, Madam, that I 
can bear to be your ]eſt no longer. 

Reſet. Or thus 

Am I the Fefft of her I howe? 

Forbid it all the Gods above! 
lt may be rendered either Way - But I am for the 
Rhyme--l love Poetry vaſtly—Don't you love Pc try, 
Colonel: 

Col. This is beyond all Patience, Madam. 

[Very angrily. 

Roset. Bleſs me!—Why, you have not been in 
. Colonel? — Lord, Lord, how a filly Woman 

be miſtaken! 
J. Shall J aſk you one ſerious Queſtion, Madam? 

Rojet. Why, I find myſelf ſomewhat whimſical this 
Morning—and I don't Care if I do take a little Stuff 
but don't let it be bitter. 

Col. Am I to be your Fool always, Madam, or, like 

other 


ee 


Ao 
«ther Fools, to be made a Huſband of, when my 


Time's out? | 

R:Jet Lord, you Men Creatures do aſk the ſtrangeſt 
Queſtions I- Why how can I poſſibly ſay now, what I 
ſhall do ten Years hence ? | 


Cel. I am anſwered, Madam. [Walking in Diſorder. 
| Enter Servant, 
Serv, Mr. Faddle, Madam. [Exits 


Enter Faddle. 


Fad. O, my dear, ſoft Toad !—And the Colonel, 
by all that's ſcarlet ? - Now Curſe catch me, it Nature 
ever formed ſo compleat a Couple ſince the firſt Pair 
in Paradiſe. | 

Raſet. Tis well you are come, Fadd/e—Give me 
ſomething to laugh at, or I ſhall die with the Spleen. 

Col, Ay, Sir, make the Lady laugh this Moment, or 


I ſhall break your Bones, Raſcal. 


Fad. Lord, Colond!— What !— what !—hah! 

Col. Make her laugh this Inſtant, I ſay, or l'Il make 
you cry—Not make her laugh, when ſhe bids you !— 

hy, Sirrah !-I have made her laugh this half Hour, 
without bidding. 

Reſet. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Fad. Why there, there, there, Colonel! — She does, 
ſhe does, the does! 


Enter young Belmont, and Fidelia. 


Bel. Why how now, Fadsle /— What has been the 
Matter Pr'ythee ? * 

Col. A Raſcal !—Nct make a Lady laugh! 

Fad, What Charles, ard my little Fa, too! Stand 
by me a litile or this robuit Colonel has relaxed my 
very Sinews, and quite tremulated my whole Syſtem, 
I could not have collected myſelf, without your pre- 
ſence. | 

Fid. And was he angry with you, Faddle® ' 

Fad. To a Degree, my Dear — ut I have forgot it 
l bear no Malice to any one in the World, Child. 

Rojſet, Do you know, Faddle, that I have a Quarrel 
with ycu too? 4 Fx 

Fad. You, Child !—Heh ! heh !-—-What, I am in- 


conſtant, . 
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Tonftant, I ſuppoſe and have been the Ruin of a few 
Families this Winter, hah, Child ? — Murder will out, 
tho it's done in the Center But come, Fivace! Let 
the Storm looſe—and you ſhall ſee me weather it, like 
the Oſier in the Fable— It may bend, but not break me. 
Keſer. Nay, it ſhall come in a Breeze—I Il * 


it. Whi Fad 
Bel. Colonel! CT 


Cel. Now I could cut my Throat, for being vext at 
this Puppy—Aand yet the Devil Jealouſy will have it 
ſo. [ part to Belmont. 

Fad. Oh, what a Creature have you named, Child! 
— Heh! heh! heh! May Grace renounce me, and 
Darkneſs ſeal my Eye-Lids, if I would not as ſoon 
make Love to a Milliner's Doll. 

Bel. Priythee, what Miſtreſs has ſhe found eut, for 
thee, Faddle? 

Fad. By all that's odious, Charles— Miſs Gargle, the 
*Pothecary's Daughter The Toad is fond of me, that's 

fitive—But ſuch a Meſs of Water-Gruel !—Ungh !— 
To all Parpoſes of Joy, ſhe's an Armful of dry Shav- 
ings!—And then fhe's ſo Jealous of one !—Lord, ſays 
ſhe, Mr. Fadale, you are eternally at Sir Reger's— 
One can't ſet Eyes upon you in a whole Day—Heh ! 
heh!—And then the Tears do fo trickle down thoſe 
White-waſh Cheeks of hers—that if ſhe could but warm 
me to the leaſt Fit of the Heart-burn, 1 believe, I ſhould 
be tempted to take her—by Way of Chalk and Water 
— Heh! beb! heh! | 


Bel. 
Roſet. ; Ha! ha! ha! 
in 


Fid. 
Reſet. Iſn't he a pleaſant Creature, Colonel ? 
Cal. Certainly, Madam— of infinite Wit, with Abun- 
dance of Modeſty. 
Fad. Pugh !—Pox of Modeſty, Colonel!—But do 
ou know, you flim Toad you, {Ts Roſet.] what a 
attle I had laſt Night, in a certain Company, about 
you, and that ugly Gipſey there? | 
Fid, Meaning me, Sir? 
Fad. Pert, and pretty?—You muſt know, there was 
Fack T affety, Billy Cruel, Lord Harry Gymp, and I, at 
Jack's Lodging's, all in tip-top Spirits, over a Pint of 
| Burgundy 
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'Burgundy—A Pox of all Drinking tho ſhall never 


get it out of my Head—Well, we were toaſting a 
ound of Beauties, you muſt know— The Girl of your 


Heart, Faddle, ſays my Lord ?—Ro/erra Belmont, m 


unſuſceptible, ſays my 


Lord, ſays I— And, Faith, down you went, you deli- 
cate Devil you, in almoft half a Glaſs—Rot your 
Toaſt, ſays my Lord, —I was fond of her laſt Winter 
—She's a Wit, ſays Fact; and a Scold, by all that's 
noily, ſays B://y—Ifn*t ſhe a little freckled, ſays my 
Lord? Damnationly padded, ſays Jack—And painted 
like a Dutch Doll, by "is oo ſays Billy — She's very 

ord- No more Warmth: than 


a Snow Ball, ſays JFack—A mere Cold-Bath to a Lov- 
er, Curſe catch me, ſays Bilh—Heb ! heh! heh !— 


fays I, that's becauſe you want Heat to warm her, my 
Dears—To me now, ſhe's all over Combuſtibles—1 
can electrify her by a Look - Touch but ber Lip, and 
ſnap ſhe goes off in a Flath of Fire. - : 

Raſet. O, the Wretch !—what 1 Picture has he drawn 
of me! [To Fidelia. 

Fid. You muſt he curious, my Dear, 

Bel. Ha! ha!—But you forget Fidelia, Faddle. 

Fad, Oh !—And there's the new Face, ſays Zilly— 
Fiztlia, 1 think they call her—lf ſhe was an Appurte- 
nance of mine, ſays my Lord, I'd hang her u a 
Peg in my Wardrobe, amongſt my caſt Clothes — 
With thoſe demure Looks of hers, ſays Jack, I'd fend 
her to my Aunt in Morceſlenſbire, to ſer her Face by, 
when ſhe went to Church—Or what think you, ſays 
Billy, of keeping her in a Show-Glaſs, by Way of 
Gentlemen and Ladies, walk in, and ſee the Curiofit 
of Curioſities the perfect Pamela in high Life !—Ob- 
ſerve, Gentlemen, the bluſhing of her Checks, the 
turning up of her Eyes, and her Tongue, that ſays 
nothing but Fie! Fie I— Ha! ba! ha !l--[ncomparable 
— ſaid all thiee Pugh, Pox, ſays I— not fo bad as that 
neither — The little Toad has not ſeen much af the 
Town indeed—-But ſhe'll do in Time - And a G of 
Preniac may ſerve one's Turn, you know, when Cham- 


ain is not to be had. 40 Roſetta. 
2 All. Ha! ha! ba! £e$< | 


| Bd. Why, thou did'ſt give it em. Faith; Bully. 
. 7 Fid. 
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* Fid. I think, Roſetta, we were mighty luck); in an 
Advocate. | a 

* Reſet. Prodigious! | 

* Fad Poor Toads!—Oh I had forgot—You le 
© the Rehearſal of the New Opera this Morning in the 
* moſt unlucky Time! -The very Moment you were 
gone, ſouſe came into the Pit, my Friend the Alder- 
© man and his fat Wife, trickt out in Sunſhine—You 
* muſt know, I drank Chocolate with 'em in the Morn- 
ing, and heard all the Ceremony of their Proceedinge 
E- Sir Barnaby, ſays my Lady, — I ſhall wear my Pink 
© and Silver, and my beſt Jewels—and d'ye hear? Do 
© you get Betty to tack on your Dreſdens, and let Pom- 
« pey comb out the white Tie, and bring down the blue 
© Coat lined with Buff, and the brown Silk Breeches, 
and the Gold-headed Cane—I think as you always 
* wear your Coat buttoned, that green Waiſtcoat may 
do- But 'tis ſo beſmeared, that I vow it's a filthy 
Sight with =_ Night-Gown open— And as you go 
© in the Coach with me, you may get your white Stock- 
* ings aired—But you are determined never to oblige 
me with a Pair of Roll- ups upon theſe Occaſions, not- 
«* withſtanding all I have ſaid—We are to mix with 
Quality this Morning, Mr. Fadd/e, and it may be 
proper to let 'em know as how, there are People in 
© the City, who live of the Weftminſter Side of Wap- 
© ping Your Ladyſhip's perfectly in the Right, Ma- 
dam, ſays I, ſtifling a Laugh, and for of Fear a Horſe- 
Laugh in her Face, ſlap-daſh, I made a Leg, and 
« bruſhed off like Lightning. | 

. l. Ha! ha! ha! 


Enter Servant, and whiſpers Roſetta, 


Reſet. Come, Gentlemen, Dinner waits—We ſhall 
have all your Companies, I hope. 
Bel. You know, you dine with me at the King's- 
ms, Faadle. [ 4part to Faddle. 
Fai, Do 1?—lI am forry, my Dear Creature, that a 
particular Appointwent robs me of the Honour. 
A Ip Foo . [To Roſetta, 
Reſet. Pha! you are always engated, I think — 
Come Fidilia. [ Exeunt Roſetta & ens 
, C 


of 
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Col. Why then, thank Heaven there's ſome Reſpite! 


_ [ Exit. 

Bel. Hark you, Faddle—1 hope you are not in the 
leaſt ignorant, that upon particular Occaſions, you can 
be a very great Raſcal? 

Fud Whol, Charles ?=Pugh !—Pox Is this the 
Dinner I am to have? 

Bel. Courage, Boy !—And becauſe I think fo well 
of thee there Ci, bim a Purſe |—"Tw:ll buy thee 
a new laced . oat, and a Fcather. 


Fad. Why ay, this is ſomething, Charles—But what 


am [I to do, hah?—I won't fight—upon my Soul I 


won't fight. | 

Bel. Thou can't lie a little. 

Fad, A great deal Charle;s—Or I have ſpent m 
Time among Women of Quality to little Purpoſe, _ 

Bel. I'll tell thee then —1 his ſweet Girl, this Angel, 
this ſtubborn Fidelia, ſticks ſo at my Heart, that I muſt 
either get the better of her, or run mad. 

Fad. And fo thou wouldſt have me aiding and abet- 
ting, hah, Charles —-Muſt not be tuckt up for a Rape 
neither. 

Bel. Peace, Fool !— About three Months ago, by a 
very extraordinary Adven ure, this Lady dropt into my 
Arms—!t happened that our Heaits took Fire at firſt 
Sight—But as the D-vil would have it, in the Hurry 
of my firſt Thoughts, not kung whete to place her, 
I was tempted, for Security, to bring h:r to this 
haunted Houſe here— where, between the jealouſy of 
Sir Charles, the Gravity of the Colonel, the Curioſity 
of a Siſter, and the awkward Care of a Father, ſhe muſt 
become a Veſtal, or Ia Huſband. a 

Fad. And fo, by Way of a liule ſimple Fornication, 
you want to remove her to private gings, hah, 
Charles? 5 

B /. Bat how, how, how thou dear Raſcal? 

F.d. Let me ſee! -Hum!—And ſo, you are not 


her Guar ian, Charl's ? 


Bel. Nor %e the Woman ſhe preentls Boy] tell 


thee, ſhe was mine by Fortune I tilted for her at Mid- 

night—3ut the Devil 

bither—The Family was in Bed; which gave me Time 

for Contrivance—l W upon her to call me 
. 4 11.444d 
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Guardian that by pretending Authority over her, 1 
might remove her at Pleaſure—But here too I was de- 
ceived— My Siſter's Fondneſs for her has rendered every 
Plot of mine to part 'em imprafticable— And without 
thy wicked Aſſiſtance, we muſt both die in our Virgi- 
nity, 
1 Fad. Hum! That would be a Pity, Charles —But let 
me ſee !—Ay -I have it— Within theſe three Hours, 
we'll contrive to ſet the Houſe in ſuch a Flame, that 
the Devil himſelf may take her—if he ſtand at the 
| Street-Door—To Dinner, to Dinner, Boy! *Tis here, 
here, here, Charles! | 
Bel. If thou doſt! - 
Fad. And if I don't Why no more Purſes, Charles 
—] tell thee, here, here, Boy! To Dinner, to Din- 
ner ! [Exeunt, 


i ä 


ACT III. Scene continues. 


Enter Roſetta and Fidelia. 


Fid.) 5 S all your own doing, my Dear, You 
f firſt teaze him into Madneſs, and then 
wonder to hear his Chains rattle. 
5 ge And yet how one of my heavenly Smiles ſo- 
bered him again! | 
. Frid. If I were a Man, you ſhould uſe me fo but once, 
Roſetta. f 
Refer. Pſha!—If you were a Man, you would do, as 
Mien do, Child— Ha! ha! ha!—They are Creatures 
of robuſt Conſtitutions, and will bear a great deal 
Beſides, for my Part, I can't ſee what a reaſonable Fel. 
low ought to expect before Marriage, but ill Uſage— _ 
You can't imagine, my Dear, how it ſweetens Kindneſs 
afterwards—* "Tis bringing a poor, ſtarved Creature to 
© a warm Fire, after a whole Night's wandering thro? 
. # Froſt and Snow. 
© Fid. But, to carry on the Image, my Dear—won't 
© he be apt to curſe the Tongue that miſguided him; 
© and take up with the firſt Fire he meets with, rather 
chan periſh in the Cold ?--I could fing you a Song, 
| © Roſetta 
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© Reſetta, that one would ſwear was made o' Purpoſe 


* for you, : | F 
- © Rojet. O, pray let me hear it. 


3 UN G6: 
FiDEL1A. 


X FOR a Shape, and a Bliom, and an Air, and 4 
6 Min, | 

* Myrtil'a was brighte/t of all the gay Green ; 

* But artfull; wild, and affettedly coy, | 

« Thoſe her Beauties idwited, her Pride would deſtroy. 


* By the Flicks, as ſhe flrayed with the Nymphs of the 
Vale, 

* Not @ Shepherd but wwooed her to hear his ſoft Tale; 

* Th# fatal the Paſſion, ſhe laughed at the Swain, 

* And returned with N:gle&, awhat ſhe heard with Di, 


gain 


Bus Beauty has inge, and too haſpily flies, 

* And Love, unrewarded, ſoon fickens and diet. 
The Nymph cured by Time, of her Folly and Pri di, 
« Now /ighs in her Turn for the Bliſi ſhe denied. 


Mo longer ſhe frelicks it wide wer the Plain, 

« To kill with ber Coyneſ; the languiſhing Swain z 

* So humbled her Pride is, ſo ſoftened her Mind, 

* That, the courted by none, ſbe to all would be kind, 


How d'ye like it, my Dear. e ads 

* Reſet. Pſha l thete's a Song indeed !—You ſhould 
« fing of Men's Perjuries, my Dear—of kind Nymphs, 
and cloyed Shepherds - For take my Word fort 
there's no Charm like Cruelty, to keep the Men con- 
ſtant; nor no Deformity like Kindneb to make em 


loath you. ä ha 6 2p" 
Enter Servant. 


Serv. A Letter for your Ladyſhip, Madam. [Exits 
| Rojot. For me? I don't remember, the Hand. 
| f Opens and reads the Letter tp berfalf. 
Fid. You ſeem firangely concerned, Madam 11 
hope no ill News! k 


Ker. The Work in the World, Fidelia, if it be 
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Fid Pray Heaven it be falſe then !—But muſt it be 
a Secret ?—T hope my dear Roſetta knows, that what 


ever affects her Quiet, can't leave mine undiſturbed. 
Reſet. Who's there? 


Enter Servant. 


How did you receive this Letter ? 

$ery. From a Porter, Madam. 

Rojet. Is he without ? 

Serv. No, Madam, he faid it required no Anfwer, ' 

Rojet. Had you any knowledge of him? 

Serv. Not that I remember, Madam. 

Paſet. Should you know him again? 

Serv, Certainly, Madam. 

Rojet. Where did my Brother ſay he dined to Day? 
Serv. At the King's Arms, Madam. 

Rojet. And Mr. Faddle with him? 

$:r. They went out together, Madam. 

Rojet. Run this Moment, and ſay I defire to ſpeak 
with both of em immediately, upon an extraordinary 
Affair. 

Ser u. Ves, Madam. [ Exits 

Fid, What can this mean, Ræſetta ?—Am ] unkit to 
be truſted ? 

Rofſet. Tell me, Fidelia — But no Matter —-Wy 
ſhould I diſturb you ?—I have been too grave. | 

Fid. Still more and more perplexing! — But my En- 

uiries are at an End—T ſhall learn to be leſs trouble- 
me, as you are leſs kind, Ro/erra. 
' Refer. Pr'ythee don't talk fo, Fidelia—lT can never 
be leſs kind. 

Fid. Indeed, T won't deſerve you ſhould, | 
Noſet. | know it, Fidelia—But tell me then—Ts 
there a Circumſtance in your Life, that would call a 


"Bluſh to your Cheeks, if *twere laid as open to the 


World's Knowledge, as to your own? 

+ Fig. If from the Letter you aſk me that ſtrange 

Queſtion, Madam, ſurely I ſhould ſee it. . 
Rofet, I think not, Fidelia — For upon ſecond 

Thoughts, tis a Trifle, not worth your Notice. 
Fid. Why were you ſo much alarmed then ? 


- Rojet. I confeſs, it ſtartled me at firſt— But *tis a ly- 
-ing Letter, and ſhould not trouble you, | 


Fid, 
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id. Then it relates to me, Madam? | » 
Raſet. No Matter, Fi lelia. s : 
Fid. I have loſt my Friend then I begged, at firſt, 
to be a Sharer in Reſetta's Griefs—But now I find they 
are all my own, ard ſhe denies my Right to 'em. 
Rojet. This is too much, Fide ia—And now, to keep 
you longer in Suſpence would be Cruelty - But the 
Writer of this Scroll has a Mind darker than Night. 


You fall join with me in wondering, that there is ſuch 
a Monſter in the Worl1, [ Reads.] 


To M js Roſetta Belmont. 

Madam, 5 
S I write without a Name, I am alike indifferent to 
your Thanks, or R:ſentment — Fidelia is not xwhat e 
ſeems She has deceived You, and may your Brother to his 
Ruin - Hemi of the Texan know how to wear the face of 
Innocence, when it ſerves the Puarpaſes of Guili—Faddle,. 
of be pleaſes, can inform you farther — But be aſſured, I 

have my Intelligence from more ſufficient Authority. 

2 S. There needs no farther Adare)s in this Matter, 
than a plain Queſtion to Fidelia—1: foe tbe Sifler of Mrs 
Belmont' Friend? 1 

Fid. Then I am loſt ! | [ Aſides 

Rojet, What, in Tears, Fidelia -Nay, I meant to 
raiſe your Contempt only —Pr'ythee, look up, and let 
us laugh at the Malice of this nameleſs Libell-r, 

Fid. No, Reſeua— The Mind muſt be wrapt in its 
own Innocence, that can ſtand againſt the Storms of | 
Malice—I fear, I have not that Mind. .\ = | 

Rof. What Mind, Fidelia? 

Fid. And yet that eiter is a falſe one. 

bo Upon my Life, it is !—For you are Innoc 
itfelf. | o 
Fid. Oh, Raſetia {—-No Siſter of Mr. Beimon!'s Friend 
neels to you for Pardon -- but a poor wretched Out- 
caſt of Fortune, that with an artful Tale has impoſed _.:* 
upon your Nature, and won you to a Friendſhip for a Þþ 
belpleſs Stranger, that never knew herſelf. _ | 
Roſet. Riſe, Fidelia But take Care Fot if you 
have deceived me, Honeſty is nothing but a Name. 
*. Fi. Think not too hardly of me neither For tho? 
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I am not what I ſeem, I would not be what the Letter 
calls me, to be Miſtreſs of the World. 

Roſet. J have no Words, Fidelia,—Speak on— But 
methinks, you ſhould not weep ſo. 

Fid. Nay, now, Roſeita, you compel me—PFor this 
Gentleneſs is too much for me I have deceived you, 
and you are kind—If you would dry up my Tears, call 
forth your Reſentment—Anger might turn me into 
Stone but Compaſſion melts me. 

Rojet. | have no Anger, Fidelia Pray go on. 

Fid. When my Tears will let — have played a 
fooliſh Game, Re/eria—and yet my utmoſt Fault has 
been conſenting to deceive you What I am, I know 
not That I am not what I ſeem, I know—But why I 
have ſcemed otherwiſe than I am, again I know not 
*Tis a Riddle, that your Brother only can explain— 
He knows the Story of my Life, and will in Honour 
reveal it Would he were here! 

| Reſet. Would he were, Fidelia ( for I am upon the. 
Rack —Pr'ythce, go on, and inform me farther, 

,Fid. There's my Grief, Re/erra—For I am bound by 
ſach Promiſes to Silence, that to clear my Innocence, 
would be to wound it All I have left to ſay is, that 
my Condition of Life only has been aſſumed, my Vir- 
tue never. 


E ner Serv ant. 


Noſet. Well, Sir! 

Ser. Mr. Belmont, Madam, was juſt gone; but Mr. 
Faddle will wait upon your Ladyſhip immediately. 

Roje!. Did they ſay where my Brother went? 

Ser. They did not know - Mr. Fadale is here, Ma- 
dam. | [ Exit. 


Enter Faddle humming a T une, 


Fad. In Obedience to your extraordinary Coms 
mands, Madam—But you ſhould have been alone, 
Child. 


Raſet. No trifling, Sir Do you know this Hand- 
writing ? [ Gizves him the Letter. 

Fad. Hum! —Not I, as I hope to be ſaved Nor 

a neither, I believe. [Aide] ls it for my Peruſal, 
Madam ? 


Fil, 


- 
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Fid. And your anſwering too, Sir. on 
Fad. Mighty well, Madam. {ſreads)] Hum! Fi- 
lia omen f the Town—Innece:ceCGuili—Faddle— 
info: m you farther — Why, what a-Pox am I brought 


in for? Intelligence—Queſtion—Fidelia—Sifter of Mr. 
Belmont's Feen [& ares and J le. 
Roſet. Well, Sir! [T ates the Letter, 


Fad. Oh I am to gueſs at the Writer—Can't 
upon my Soul- pon my Soul, I can't, Child—Tis 
a Woman, I believe tho', by the damned Blabbing 
that's in it. 

Fil. The Letter ſays, Sir, that you can inform this 
J.ady farther concerning me—Now, Sir, whatever you 
ba;prn to know, or to Io heard of me, deliver freely, 
and without Diſguiſe I entreat it, as an Act of Friend- 
ſnip, that will for ever oblige me. | 

Fat, Let mee! No—lt can't be her neither 
She 1+ a Woman of too much Honour—and yet, I 


don't remember to have opened my Lips about it, to 
any Sou! but her. 


Ed. You k o me then, Sir? 

Kgſit. Speuk out, Sir! 

Fuad. Methinks, i! theſe Letter-writers were a little 
more communi ative of their own Names, and leſs ſe 
ot their Neiphbours, there would be more Honeſty in 
en- Why am 1 introduced here !- Truly forſooth 
becaue a certain Perſon in the World is overburthened 
with the Sccret+ of her own Slips, and for a little Vent, 
chuſ-s to blab thoſe of another = Faddle inform you far- 
ther Fade will be damned as ſoon. 

Rojer, Hark you, Sir—ſf you intend to enter theſe 
Dcors again, tell me all you know—for I will have it 
—You heve owned your telling it elſewhere, Sir. 

Fid. What is it you told, Sir? 

Fad. What I ſhan't tell here, Madam—Her angry 
Ladyf.ip muſt excuſe me, Faith. 

Rojei. Lit very well, dir! 

Fi', indeed, Ro/e:ta, he knows nothing. 

Fud. Nothing in the World, Madam, as I hope to 
be ſaved - Mine is all Hear-tay—And, Curſe upon 
'em! the whole Town may be iv a Lie, for any Thing 
I know—S9 they ſaid of Lady Briazet—that ſhe went 

off with her Footman— But twas all Slander, Hor twas 


B 5 © a Horſe- 
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a Hor(s-Grenadier, that ſhe bought the Commiſſion 
for laſt Week. 

Rojet. What has Lady Bridget, or the Town, to do 
with Fdelia, Sir? | 

Fad. So I ſaid, Madam—the very Words — Says I, 
a Woman of the Toun? - Does a Slip or two with Par- 
ticulars make a Lady a Woman of the Town ? —Or it it 
did, ſays I, many a one has taken up, and lived honeilly 
afterwards — A Woman of the | own indeed! 

Fid. Hold your licentious Tongue, Sir! Upon my 
Lite, Reſetia, tis all Malice—"Tis his own Contrivance 
—[ dare him to produce another Villain, that's baſe 
enough to ſay this of me. 

Flad. Right, Madam !—Stick to that, and egad, I'll 
de of your Side. [ Aloud in ler Ear. 

Fid. Infolence ! | frikes him] Oh, I am hurt beyond 
all bearing ! 

R:Jet. And I, loſt in Perplexity—if thou art linkt 
with any Wretch baſe enough to contrive this Paper, or 
art thyſelf the Contriver- may Poverty and a bad Heart, 
be thy Companions—Bbut if thou ait privy to any Thing, 
that concerns the tionour of this Family, give it Breath 
and I'll inſure thee both Protection and keward. 

Fi. I dare him to the Diſcovery. 

Fad. Ladies - I have had the Honour of a Blow 
conferred on me by one of you—and am favoured with 
the Offer of Protection and Reward from the other 
No to convince both, that, in ſpite of Indignities, or 
Obligations, 1 can keep a Secret—if ever | open my 
Lips upon this Matter, may Plague, Famine, and the 
korned Devil conſume and ſeize me.—And ſo, Ladies 
I take my Leave. [Exit firging, 

Rot. What can this Fellow mean? Fidelia Has he 
not abus'd you ? | 

Fid. ls it a doubt then? - Would I had Leave to 
ſpeak ! | 

Rojet, And why not, Fidelia? - Promiſes unjuſtly ex- 
torted, have no Right to Obiervance— Vou have de- 
ceived me, by your own Acknowledgment— and me- 
thinks, at fuch a Time, Matters of Functilio ſhould 


give Place to Reaſon and Neceſſity. 


Fd. I date not, Re/je:ra—''l'would be a Crime to 
your Brother—and L owe him more than all che 8 3 
N yy 
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Ro/Jet. And what are thoſe Obligations, Fidelia? 

Fid. Not for me to mention Indeed, I dare not, 
Rojitta, 1 7 | | 

R:fer. Tis well, Madam. And when you are in- 
clined to admit me to your Confidence, I ſhall perhaps 
know better how to conduct myſe f. [ Going. 


Enter Young Belmont, meeting hers 


R/. Oh, ate you come, Brother {\—Your Friend's 
S ſter, your Ward there, has wanted you, Sir! 

Bel, What is it, Fidelia Þ 

Fid. I have no Breath to ſpeak it—Your Siſter, Sir, 
can better inform you. 

Raſet. Read that, Sir. 

[G. ves him the Letter, which he reads to himſclf. 

Fid. Now, Rz/«ta, all ſhall be ſet right—Your Bro- 

ther will do me Juſtice, and account for his own Con- 
duct. 

Reſet. J expect fo, Fidelia. 

Bel. Impertinent I- I[ Ge back the Letter. ]—I met 
Faddle, as I came in—and I ſuppoſe in pure Love of 
Miſchief, he has made my believing Siſter here, a 
Conveit to the Villainy of that Le ter—But I'll —_— 
the Raſcal onſay e ery Thing he has ſaid—or his Bones 
ſhall ake for't. Going. 

Fid. Stay, Sr, I entreat you! That I am a Coun- 
terfeit, in Part, I have already confe 

Bel. You have done wrong then, 

Fid. But am | a Creature of the Town, Sir our 
Siſter muſt learn that from you ou have been once 
my Deliverer—Be ſo ou Tell her, I am poor aud | 
m:ſerable, but not dithone That 1 have only con- 
ſented to deceive her, not deſited it Tell her, I de- 
ſerve her Pity, not her Anger F is my only Requeſt 
— Ca: you deny it me? 

Bel. You have ſaid too much, F idelig—A nd for your 
own S. ke, I ſhall torbear to mention what I know of 
your Stury—How fai your own Honour is bound, you 
are the bett Judge—But a Breach of the moſt ſolemn 

- Promiſes, let me tell you, Madam, will be a weetched. + 
Vindication of the Innocence you eontend for. 15 
Fid. And is this all, Sir? 


al. For ay own Part, d * haye better , 


0 | 
4 4 
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than Fadale, or a nameleſs Writer, to believe any Thing 
to yoorr Diſhononr—And for you, Sifter—[ muſt not 
have this Lady ill- treated. While 1 am ſatisfied of her 
Innocence. y ur Suſpicions are impertinent—Nor will 
J conſent roher emol, Madam,—mark that—what- 
ever you, in your gteat Witdom, may have privately 
determined. * Exit. 

R-/'t. You age a Villain, Brother. 

Fd. Now have oſt you, Royerra / 

R-/Jet. hen you wwcline to be a Friend to yourſelf, 
Fideli——vou may find one in me—But while Explana- 
tions age avi1ded, I muſt bh» allowed to act from my 
ou Opinion, and ag-ecable to the Character I am to 
ſu port, [ E-ctt, 

F.d. Then | am wretched !—But that's no Novelty 
—| have wandered from my Cradle, the very Child of 
Misfortune. lo ietice and weep, muſt now be my 
on y Indulgence. [ Exit. 


Re-enter Belmont, 


Bel. Why, what a Rogue am I !-—Here have I thrown 
a whole Fam l, —and that my own too—into Perplex- 
ities, thet Innocence can't oppoſe, no: Cunning guard 
again — And all for what ?—Why, a Woman—Take 
away that Excuſe, and the Devil himſelf wculid be a 
Saint to me; for all the reſt is inning without Temp- 
tation—ln my Commerce with the Wcrid, Iam guaratd 
againſt the mercenary Vies—l think, I have Hoiour 
above lying, Courage above Cruclty— Pride above 
Meanaeſs, and Honeſty above deceit and yet, throw 
but coy Beaoty in my Way, and all the Vice, by 
Turns, take Yoffetion of me Fortune, Fortune, give 
me Succeſs this once—and P11 build Churches! 


Enter Faddle. 


Fad. What, Charl/e;—ls the Coaſt clear, and the 
finiſhing Stroke given to my Embaſſy, hah ? 

Bel. Thou haſt been a moſt excellent Kaſcal—and 
Faith, Matters ſeem to be in a promiſing Condition.— 
For I have flung that in Reſerra's Way, which if ſhe 
keeps her Womanhood, will do the Buſineſs. 

Fad, Pi'ythec, waat's that, Charly ? 


Bil. 
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Bel. Why, I have bid her not to think of parting 
with Fidelia. N pt 

Fad. Nay, then, Tip ſhe goes headlong out at Win- 
dow——But haſt thou no Boweis, Chart .s?—for, me- 
thinks, 1 begin to feel ſome I witches of Compunction 
about me. 

Bel. I underſtand you, Sir—But I have no more 
Purſes. 

Fag. Why, look you, Charles—We muſt find a Wa 
to Jull this Conſcience of mine—Hcere will be the Devil 
to do el/?—That's a very pretty Ring, Charles. 

Bel. Is it ſo, Sir ?—Hark you, Mr. Dog—If you 
demur ove Moment to {etching and carry ing in this Bu- 
fineſs, as I bid you—you ſhall find my Hand a little 
heaiY upon you. 

Fad. Pugh, pugh! Charles? Can't a Body ſpeak ? 
—People may been Good-humour, when they want 
Peop'e to do Things for People, methinks. 

Bil, Troop this Mon ent, with your rafcally Con- 
ſcience to te King's Aims—and wait there dll. I come 


7 Sir. 


Fad. Why ſo Iwill, Clarle A Fox of the ſwag- 
gering Son of a—Not o big neither —if one had but a 
litile Courage. Alice and goings 

Bel. Hark you, Faddie ?*—Now I think on't, - there 
is a Way yet for thee to make another Purſe out of this 
Bufirels. 

Fad. Why, one would not be a Rogue for nothing, 
methiuks. * 

Bel. I ſaw Sir Carls going into Fidelia's Chamber 
Thou may 't ſteal upon 'em unobſerved—They'll 
have their Plots too, I ſuppoſe. 

Fad. And where am I to come and tell thee, hah? 

Bil. At the King's-Arms, Boy. 

Fad. But you'i! remember the Purſe, Charles? 

Bel. Softly, Raitcal ! Exit Faddle, 
Why chere it is again now '—T am a Fellow of Prin- 
_ ciple!—And jo I will te, tome Time or other—But 
theſ. Appetites are the Devil—and at preſent I am un- 
der their Direclion. | | Li. 


SCENE, 


_ — > —_—_— — — 
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SCENE, Another Apartment, | 
Sir Charles and Fidelia diſcovered fitting. 5 


Sir Char. He durſt not ſay, directly, you were that 
Creature the Letter called you ? 

Fid. Not in Terms, Sir; but his Concealments 
ſtruck deeper than the ſharpeſt Accuſations. _.. 

4 Sir Char. And could Mr. Belmont be filent to all 
this ? | 

Fid. He ſaid he had his Reaſons, Sir—and it was my 
Part to ſubmit—1 had no Heart to diſoblige him. 

Sir Char. You are too nice, Madam—Ro/etta loves 
you, and ſhould be truſted. 

Fd. Alas, Sir f it concerned me only, I ſhould 
have no Concealment. 

Sir Char. It concerns you moſt, Madam—I muſt 
deal plainly with you——You have dec ived your Friend; 
and, tho” I believe it not, a ſeverer Reproach reſts upon 
you—And ſhall an idle Promiſe, an extorted one too 
and that from a Man, who ſolicits your Undoing, for- 


bid your Vindication ? You mutt think better of it. 


Fid. is not an extorted I'romife, Sir, that ſeals + 
my lips—But I love him— And tho” he purſues me to 
my Ruin, I will obey him in his, whatever happens 


Ne may deſert me, but never ſhall have Reaſon to up- 


braid me, 
Sir Char. Tis your own Cauſe, Madam—and you 
muſt act in it as you think prope Let ſtill, if I might 


adviſe — 


FiJ, Leave it to Time, Sir Charle:—And if you be- 


lieve me Innocent, your friendly Thoughts of me, and 
my own Con cience ſhall keep me chearful, 


Enter Faddle, liftening. 


Fad. O, Pox, is it ſo l Now for a Secret, worth 
twenty Pic ces! Fes + [ Aide. 

Si, Char. Has it ever appeared to you, Madam, that 
Fadule was a Confidant of Mr. Belmont s? | 


* * Fid. Never, Sir—On the contrary, a Wretch moſt 


heartily deſpiſed by him, 
. . Fad. 11 ſhe ſhould be a little miſtaken now ! [Aſide. 
„ | Sip 


P * 
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Sir Char. Can you gueſs at any other Means of his 
coming to a Knowledge of you ? | 

Fid. None, that I know of, Sir. 

Fad. Faith, I believe her. [ A/idt, 

Sir Char, One Queſtion more, Madam, and 1 have 
done—Did Mr. Belmont ever ſolicit your removing from 
this Houſe ? | 

Fig, Never directly, Sir—He has often, when we 
have been alone, quarrelled with himſelf for bringing 
me into it. 

Sir Char. I thank you, Madam—And if my En- 
quiries have been at any Time too importu! ate, allow 
'em to the Warmth of an honeſt Friendſtip—PFor I have 
a Heart, that feels for ycur Diſtreſſes, and beats to re- 
lieve em. ; | 

Fid. I have no Words, Sir Char/es—Let my Tears 
thank you. | 

Sir Char. Be compoſed, my Child And if Ro/erta's 
Suſpicions grow violent, I have Apartments ready to 
receive you—-With ſuch Welcome, as Virtue ſhould find 
with one who loves it. 

Fid. Still, Sir Charles, my Tears are all that I can 
thank you witk—For this Goodneſs is too much for me. 

Fad. And, ſo ſhe's a Bit for the old Gentleman, at 
laſt! Rare News for Charles —Or with a lutle Addi- 
tion, I ſhall make it ſo— But I muſt decamp, to avoid 
Danger. Aide, and Exit. 

Sie Char, Dry up your Tears, Fidelia—PFor, if my 
Conjectures are well grounded, before Night, perhaps, 
ſomething may be done to ſerve you—And ſo I leave 
you to your beſt Thoughts. Exit. 

Fid. Then 1 have one Friend left—How long I am 
to hold him, Heaven knows — Tis a fickle World, and 
nothing in it is laſting, but Mizfortune—* Vet I'll have 
Patience: | 

« That faveet Reliif,, the bealing Hand of Heaw'n 

© Alone to /uff ring Innocence has given; 

Come, Friend of Virtue, Balm of every Care, 

Duell in my Beſem, and forbid Deſpair.” [Exit, 


2 
. 
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ACT IV. Scene an Apartment. 


Enter Colonel and Koſetta. 


Rojet, I Tell you, I will not be talkt to. 
| Col. Tis my Unhappineſs, Madam, to raiſe 
no Paſſion in you, but A | | 

R;jet. You are miſtaken, Colonel] am not angry, 
tho? I anſwer o- My (-arety has been diſtubed to day; 
and Gravity a ways ſits upon me like Ill-humour— Fi- 
delia has engroſſed me, and you àe talking of yours 
ſelf—W hat would you have me ſay? f 

Co. That your Neglect of me has been diſſembled, 
and that I have leave to love yov, and to hope for you. 

Raſet. This is very ftranre row !—Why, tis not in 

our Power to avoid loving me, whether you have 
1 to hope or not- And as to my Diſſembling—1 
know nothing of that 4 II ] know is, that Pm a Wo- 
man——and Women I ſuppoſe diſſemble ſ»metimes—T 
don't pretend to be a Bit better than a Woman. 

Col. Be a kind one, and you're an Angel. 

Royer. Why there now !—When if I wanted to be an 
Anpel, the very Kindneſs that made me one, would 
leav me in a Month cr two, a mere forſaken Woman. 
No, no, Coulonei—If you would be pleaſed with the 
Tricks of a Juggler, never enquire how they are done. 
Col. Right, Madam, where the Entertainment con- 

fiſts Only in the Deceit. 

Neſet. Ard Philoſophers will tell you, that the only 
Happineſs ot Life is to be well deceived. 

Col. Tis the Philoſophy of Fools, Madam—Is the 
Pleaſure that ariſes from Virtue a Cheat ?—QOr is there 
no Happineſs in conferring Obligations, where the 
Receiver wiſhes to be oiged, and labours to return? 
| —' Tis the Happinets of Divinity, to diſtribute Good, 
and be paid with Gra'itude, 

Rel. But to Give all at once, would be to loſe the 
Power of obliging. : 

Cel. And to deny all, would be to loſe the Pleaſure 
of 1 g. 8 N 

* R:/et. But where the Gift is trifling, you know ! 

* Gel, That trifle, if et to another's Management, 
might en ke bon rich) | 
Rojet, Tais is piaying at Crofs-purpoſes-—But if I 
were 
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were inclined to liſten, what have you to ſay in Favous 
of Matrimony ? | | 

Cel. To Fools, Madam, ?tis the Jewel of ÆEſop's 
* Cock—but to the Wiſe, a Diamond of Price, in a 
* ſkilful Hand, to enrich Life.'—"Tis Happineſs, or 
Miſery, as Minds ate differently diſpoſed—The neceſ- 
ſary Requiſites- are Love, good Senſe, and good Breed- 
»02—The firſt to unite, the ſecond to advite, and the 
third to comply—If you add to theſe, Neatneſs and a 
Competency, Beautv will always pleaſe, and family 
Cares become agrezable Amuſements, 

Reſet. And yet I have known a very miſerable Cou- 
ple, with all theſe Requiſites. 

Col. Never, if you'll believe me, Rojetta—They have 
worn 'em in Public, and may have diſſembled with Suc- 
ceſs—But Marriage-Intimacies deſtroy Difſimulation— 
And if their private Hours have known no Enjoyment 
—;here muſt have been wanting, either the Affection 
that ſhou!d unite, the Underſtanding that Gould ad- 
viſe, or the Complacency that ſhould oblige. 

Reſet. Do you know now, that you never pleaſed me 
ſo much in all. your L fe ? 

Col. If fo, Raf tia one Queſtion, and then to apply. 

Rofer. How if I ſhould not anſwer your N 

Cel. Tis a fair one, upon my Word- Don't you 
think, that you and I could muſter up theſe Requiſites 
between us? * 

Rt. Let me conſider a little—Who muſt have 
Love, pray? , | 

Col. Both of us. : ; 

Reſet. No- have no Mind to have any Thing to 
do with Love— Do you take that, and give me Under= - 
landing to ad viſe — So then you chuſe again, and have 
all che good Breeding, for Compliance Then I, Neat- 

neſs—and laſt of all, Competency ſhall be divided be- 
tween us. | 

Col. A Match, Madam, upon your own Terms! 

—* But if ever you ſhould take 1t into your Head to diſ- 

* pute Love with me, what other Kequiſite are you 

« willing to give up for it? In Bog 

* Keſet. Why—Neatneſs, I think Tis of little Uſe 

© to a married Woman, you know. We. 
Madam! *—But when are we to come 


4 Rejet.. 
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Naſet. As ſoon as we can give Proof, that theſe In- 
gredients are between us In a few Years, perhaps. 
Col. If our Virtues ſhould ſtarve in that Time? 

Roſet. Piha!—You know nothing of the Matter 
Seuſe will improve every Day—And Love and good 
Breeding live an Age—if you don't marry *em,—3Zut 
we'll have done with theſe Matters, for I can keep the 
Ball up no longer—You did not ſay, Fidelia upbraided 
me ? 

Cel. The very Reverſ.— Twas her only Affliction, 
ſhe ſaid, that you had Reaſon to think hardly of her. 

Rae. Poor Girl If you would make Love to me 
with Succeſs, Colonel, clear up theſe Perplexitie:—Sup- 
poſe I was to diſmiſs my Pride a little, and make her a 
Vint with you ? 

Cal. would be a kind ore. 

Naſet. Lead on then For in Spite of my Reſentments, 
I have no Heart to keep from her. [ Exeunt, 


; SCENE, Another Apartment. 


Enter Young Belmont and Faddle. 


Z.. If this ſhould be Invention, Faddle ? 

Fat. I tell thee, IT was behind the Screen, and heard 
every Syllable on't—— Why, PI fay it to his Face, 
pr'ythee. 4 
Bel. What, that he propoſed to take her into Keeps 
ing, and that ſhe conſented ? | 

Fad. Not in thoſe Words, Man—No, no, Sir Charles 
is a Gentleman of politer Elocution—Pray, Child, ſays 
he, did young Belmont ever propoſe your removin 
from this Houſe? No, Sir, ſays (he, but he has pets, 
himſclf to Damnation for bringing me into it. [M:- 
micking Sir Charles and Fidelia.] Well, Child, ſays 
he, the Thing may be done to Night—Apartments are 
ready for you—And then, in a lower Voice, he ſaid 
ſomething about Virtue, that I could not very well hear 
hut I faw it ſet the Girl a crying And pretently— 
in Anſwer to a Whiſper of his, I heard her ſay, in a 
very pretty Manner, that ſhe thought it was too much 
for her— But what his Propoſals were, the Devil a Syl- . 
lable could I hear. 8 3 

Bel. Ha! ha!—Yonder be is, Faddle, and coming 
this Way—We muſt not be ſeen together. 2 5 


Fo 


- * Sir Ca. Why, now I underfland you, Sir—And as 
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Fad For a little Sport, Charles, ſuppoſe I fling my- 
ſelf in his Way, and make Intereſt to be Commode to 
him, ha! 

Bel. And get thy Noſe twiſted for thy Pains? 

Fad. Why, I can run, if I can't fight. 

Bel. Faith, I never doubted thee that Way—T'll to 
my Room then, and wait for thee. 

Fad. But leave the Door open, Charles. 
Bel. Ha! ha! ha !—Yovu'll not be tedious, Sir? 
— [ Exit. 
Enter $.r Charles. : 


Fad. If the old Gentleman ſhould be in his Airs, 
tho'——Servant, Servant, Sir Charles / | 

Sr Cha, O, Sir!—You are the Man I was look- 
ing for. s 

Fad. If I can be of any Service, Sir Charle.. - What 
—and ſo hah !—Faith, you're a fly one But you old 
Poachers have ſuch a Way with you !-—Why here has 
Charles been racking his Brains for Ways and Means, 
ay Time theſe three Months—and juſt in the Nick, 
ſouſe comes me down the old Kitc—and alack-a-day, 
poor Chick !—The Bufineſs is done. . 

Sir Cha. Moke yourſelf a little intelligible, Sir, 

Fad. And ſ», I don't ſpeak plain, hah ?—Oh the 
little Rogue! — There's more Beauty in the Veins of 


her Neck, than in a Landſcape of Claude—and more 


Muſick in the Smack of her Lips, than in all Handel! 
Sir Cha. Let me underitand you, Sir. 5 
Fad. Methinks ' twas very laconic cho'- If Roſetta's 

Suſpicions grow violent, T have Apartments 7 to 

receive you. ¶ M micking Sir Charles] — But a Word 

in your Ear, old Gentleman — | hoſe Apartments 
won't do. . | | 
Sir Cha. O, Sir !—I begin to be a little in the 

Secret, Rag of . 
Fad. Mighty quick of Apprehenſion, Faith !—And 

then the little Innocent !—Sull, Sir Charles, my Tears 


are all that I can thank you with; for this Goodneſs is | 
too much for me—|[ Mimicting Fidelia] Upon my Soul, 
you have a great deal of Goodneſs, Sir Charie;—a great 


deal of Goodneſs upon my Soul. 


che ſe 
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theſe Matters may require Time, for the ſake of Priva- 
cy, we'll ſhut this Door. Shuts the Door. 

Fad. Any other Time, Sir Charle but I am really 
fo hurried at preſent—that — Oh Lord. Alide. 

Sir Cha, Why what does the Wretch tremble at f-— 
Broken Bones are to be ſet again, and thou may'ſt yet 
die in thy Bed. [rakes held of bim] — You have been a 
Liſtner, Sir. 

Fad, Lord, Sir !--indeed, Sir !—Not I, Sir! 


Sir Cha. No Denial, Sir. [ Shakes him. 
Fad. Oh Sir—l'll confeſs—I did liſten—!l did in- 
deed, Sir, 


Sir Cha. Does your Memory furniſh you with any 
Other Villainy of Youts, that may ſave me the Trouble 
of an Explanation ? 

Fad. Vil think, Sir—What the Devil ſhall I ſay now! 

| Aſide. 

Sir Cha, T*ke Care! For every Lie thou tell'ſt me, 
ſhall be ſcored ten fold upon thy FleſAuſu er me 
How came Mr, Belmont's Silter by that anonymous 
Letter ? 

Fad. Letter, Sir? - 
| Sir Char. V hence came it, I ſay? 
| 1 Fad. ls there no Remiſſion, Sir? 
us Sir Cha, None, that thou can'ſt deſerve—For He- 

. neſty is not in thy Nature. 
* Fad. If I confeſs ? 
. Sir Cha. Do ſo then, and truſt me. 

Fad Yes— and ſo be beat to Mummy by Charles. 
6 If you won't tell him, Sir! 
} Sir Cha. I'll think on't. 

Fad. Why then, Sir—But he'll certainly be the 
Death of me—It was by his Contrivance, I wrote the 
Letter, and ſent it from the King's- Arms. | 

Sir Cha, Very well, Sir!—And did you know to 
what Purpoſe it was ſent? 

Fad. Yes, Sir—it was to alarm the Family againſt 
Fidelia, that Charles might get her into private Lodg- 

| | ing That was all, as I hope to be ſaved, Sir. 

: 

| 


| | 1 Sir (ha. Was it, Sir !—And _ what Principles 
| were you an Accomplice in this Villainy ? 


Fad. I was out of Money, Sir, and not over valiant - 
| —and Charles promiſed and threatened— Twas * — 
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a ſmall Purſe, or a great Cudgel—And ſo I took one, 
to avoid t'other, Sir. 

Sir Cha. And what doſt thou deſerve for this? 

Fad. Pray, Sir. conſider my honeſt Confeſſion, and 
think me paid already, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir Cha. For that thou art ſaſe If thou weuld'ſt con- 
tinue ſo, avoid me—Be gone, I ſay. 

Fad. Yes, n well off too, Faith, 

(Aide. and going. 

Sir Cha. Yet ſtay—If thou art open to any Senſe of 
Shame, hear me. 

Fad. Iwill, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Tay Life is a Diſgrace to Humanity—A 
fooliſh Prodigality makes thee needy—Need makes thee 
vicious, and both make thee contemptible. Thy Wit 
is proſtituted to Slander and Buffoonery—and thy Judg- 
ment, if thou haſt any, to Meanneſs and Villainy. Thy 
Betters that laugh with thee, laugh at thee—And who 
are they? — The Fools of Quality at Court, and thoſe 
who ape em in the City— The Varieties of thy Life 
are pitiful Rewards, and painful Abuſes For the fame 
Trick, that gets thee a Guinea to Day, ſhall get thee 
beaten out of Doors to Morrou—Thoſe, who careſs 
thee, are Enemies to themſclves—and when they know 
it, will be fo to thee—lIn thy Diſtreſſes they'll deſert 
thee—and leave thee, at laſt, to fink in thy Poverty, 
unregarded and unpitied if thou can'ſt be wiſe, think 
of me, and be honeſt. Exit. 

Fad. I'll endeavour it, Sir — A moſt excellent Diſ- 
courſe, Faith—And mighty well there was not a larger 
Congregation—So, ſo!—1 muſt be witty, with a Ven- 
geance! What the Devil ſhall I ſay to CG les now ? 
— And here he comes, like Poverty and the Plague, to 
deſtroy me at once——Let me ſee !—Ay—As Truth 
has ſaved me with one, I'll try what a little lying will 
do with Yother, 


Enter Yeung Belmont, 


Ha! ha! ha! — Oh, the rareſt, Sport, Charles, © 
Bel. What Sport, pr'ythee? 
Fad. I ſhall burſt !—Ha! ha! ha!—the old Gentle- 

man has let me into all his Secrets, | 
Bel. And, like a faithful Confident, you are going 

tO reveal em. | 


Fad. 
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Fad. Not a Breath, Chorl:ss—Only that I am] 
Commiſſion, my Dear—that's all. ogy 
Bel. So I ſuppoſe, indeed! | 
Fad. Nay, Charles, if I tell thee a Lie, cut my Throa 
—— he ſhort of the Matter is— Ihe old Poacher, find- 
ing me in the Secret, thought it the wiſeſt Way to 
make a Confident of me And this very Moment, my 
Dear, I am upon the Wing to provide Lodgings for 
the Occaſion. | ' 
Bel. If this ſhould be Apocryphal, as my Father ſays! 
Fad. Goſpel every Syllable, as I hope to be ſaved 
—— Why, what in the Devil's Name, have | to do, to 
be inveming Lies for thee ?—2Zut here comes the old 
Gentleman __ Faih—— Oh the Devil! [Aae] 
Pr'ythee, ſtroke him down a little, Charle;—if tis only 


to ſee how.aukward he takes it—! muſt about the Lodg- 


ings—ha! ha! ha!—But if ever I ſet Foot in this 
Houſe again, may a Horſe- pond be my Portion. 
[ Afrar, and Exit. 


Emer Sir Charles, with a Letter in his Hand, ſpeaking 


to a Servant, 


Sir Cha. Bid him wait a little, and I'll attend him. 
[Exit Servani.} M hat can this mean: Let me read it 
A ain. [R- ads. 

If the Intereſt of Sir Charles Ray mond' Family be 
dear to hm, be will follow the Bearer, with the ſame 
Haſte, that he would ſhun Ruin. 

That he would ſhun + un! This is ſtrange !—But 
be it as it will I have another Concern, that mult take 
Place firſt, | | 

B. Sir Charles, your Servani—Any News, Sir? | 

$i» C4. Not much, Si. Only that a young Gentle- 
nan, of Honour and Condition, - had jatroduced a vir- 
t! ous Lady to his Family; and when a worthleſs Fellow 
defamed her Innocence, and robbed her of her Quiet, 
he, who night have dryed her Tears, and vindicated 
her Virwwe, foriook her in her Injuries, to d: bauch his 
Mind, with the Aſſaſſin of her Reputation, 

B.. It your Tale ends there, Sir, you have lea:nt 
but half on't — For my Advices add, that a certain 
elderly Gentieman, of Title and Fortune, pitying the 
forlorn Circumſtances of the Lady, has offered; her 


Terms of Friendſhip aud Accommodation—And, this 
2 


Night, | 


" 1 
* 4 * 


Night. (he bids Farewel to Maidenhood and a Female 
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B-dfellow in private Apartments. 

Sir Cha. You:treat me lightly, Mr. Belmont. 

Bel. You uſe me roughly, Sir Charles, 

Sir Cha. How, Sir? | 

./. In the Perſon of F:r4e{;a. 3 1 

Sir Cha. Make it appear, and you ſhall find me a 
very Boy in my Submiſſions. 

Bel. Twou'd be Time loſt—and I can employ it to 
Advantazge——But remember, Sir, that this Houſe is 


. another's, not yours—That Fiaelia is under my Di- 


rection, not yours—and that my Will muſt determine 
her Removal, not yours. | 
Sir Cha. Is ſhe your Slave, Sir?—o bear the Burden 


of your Inſu'ts, without complaining, or the Right of 
chuſing another Maſter ? : 


* 


2 
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Bel. And who mall be that Maſter? —You, Sir? 
T'he poor Bird, that would eſcape the Kite, is like to 
find warm Protection from the Fox. . 

Sir Ca. Priythee, think me a Man, and treat me 
as ſuch, | 
, B.. As the Man I have found you, Sr Charles; — 
Your grave Deportment, and Honeſty of Heart are 
Covers only for Wantonneſs and Deſign—You preach 
up Temperance and Sobriety to Youth, to monopolize, 
in Ape, the Vices you are unfit for, 

Sir Chi. Hark you, young Man !—You muſt curb 
this impetuous Spirit of Your:—or | ſhall be tempted 
to teach you Manners, in a Method a ng to you. 

Bel. Learn 'em firſt yourſelf, Sir ou ſay Fidelia 
is inſulted by me— How is it made out? — Why, truly, 
I would pofleſs her without Marriage !—I would ſo— 
Marriage is the 'Thing 1 would avoid—'Tis the Trick 
of Prieſts, to make Men miſerable, and Women inſo- 
lent—I have dealt plainly, and told her ſo—Have you 
ſaid as much — No. You wear the Face of Honelty, - 
to quiet her Fears—that when your B ood boils, and 
Security has ſtolen away her Guard, you may ruſh at 
Midnight upon her Beauties, and do the Ravage, you 
are-ſworn to protect her from. | ; 

Sir Cha. Hold, Sir!——You have driven me be- 
yond the Limits of my Patience And | muſt tell you, 
Young Man, that the Obligations I vwe your * 2 

92 man 
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demand no Returns that Manhood muſt bluſh to make 
Therefore hold, I ſay— For I have a Sword to do me 
Joſtice, tho? it ſhould leave my deareſt Friend childleſs, 

Bel. I fear it not. | 5 

Sir Ca. Better tempt it not for your Fears may 
come too late Vou have dealt openly with Fiablia, you 
ſay— Deal ſo for once with me; and tell me, whenee 
came that vile Scroll to Kette this Afternoon? 

Bel. It ſeems then, 1 wrote it! — You dare not 

think fo. 

Sir Cha. I dare ſpeak, as well as think, where Ho- 
nour directs me. 

Bel. Vou are my Accuſer, then? 

Sir Cha. When I become fo, I ſhall take Care, Mr, 
Belmont, that the Proof waits upon the Accuſation. 

Bel. I diſdain the Thought. GA)" 

Sir Cha. Better have diſdained the Deed. 

Bel. I do both—and him that ſuſpects me. 

Sir Cha. Away!—You fear him that ſuſpects you, 
and have diſdained neither the Thought, nor the Deed. 
Bel. How, Sir! | [ Drawing. 
Sir Cha. Put up your Sword, young Man—and uſe 
it in a better Cauſe—'This ts a vile one—And now you 
mall be as ſtill thro? Shame, as you have been loud 
thro Pride — You ſhould have known, that Cowards 
are unſit for Secrets. 

Bel. And if I had, Sir? 5 

Sir Cha. Why then, Sir, you had not employed ſuch 
a Wretch as Faddt, to wiite that Letter to Royetta. 

Bel. The Villain has betrayed me I- But I'll be ſure 
on't. [Ae] He durſt not lay I did. 

Sir Cha. You ſhould rather have built your Inno- 
cence upon the Probability of his unſaying it. For the 
ſame Fear, that made him confeſs to me, may make 
him deny every Syllable to you. 

Bel What has he confeſt, Sir? 
S.r Cha. That to Day, at Dinner, you prompted the 


Leiter that he wrote — That your Deſign was, by vil 


lifying Fidelia, to get her diſmiſt, and the Diſmiſſion, 
to prepare her Ruin. in private Lodgings. — Was this 
your open Behaviour, Sir! 

Bel. Go on with your Upbraidings, Sir —8 
to me as you will—and think of me as you will—1 
deſerved Shame, and am taught Patience. 


2 


ve 
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Sir Cha. Was this well done? —Did her Innocence, 
and her undiſſembled Love deſerve this Treatment? 

Bel. Proceed, Sir. 

Sir Cha. No, Sir—I have done—lIf you have Senſe 
of your paſt Conduct. you want not Humanity to heal 
the Wounds it has given — Something muſt be done, and 
ſpeedily. 

Bel. What Reparation can I make her? 

Sir Cha, Dry up her Tears, by an immediate Ac- 
knowledgment of her Wrongs. 

Bel. IT would do more, 

Sir Cha, Bid her farewell then, and conſent to her 
Removal. | 

Bel. I cannot, Sir. | 

Sir Cha, Her Peace demands it—But we'll talk of 
that hereaſter=If you have Honour, go and do her 
Juſtice, and undeceive your abuſed Siſter—— Who waits 
there? - Indeed, you have been to blame, Mr. Belmont. 


Enter Servant. 


Shew me to the Bearer of this Letter, 
[Exit with the Servant, 
Bel. Why, what a Thing am I'!—But tis the Trick 
of Vice to pay her Votaries with Shame—And I am 
rewarded amply!—To be a Fool's Fool too! To link 
myſelf in Villainy, with a Wretch, below the Notice 
of a Man! And to be out-witted by him !—$So 1—ſo! 
—] may have abus'd Sir Charles too—Let me think a 
little ! I'll to Fidelia inſtantly, and' tell her what a 
Rogue I have been — But will that be Reparation? 
I know but of one Way—and there my Pride ſtops me © / 
And then I loſe her Worſe and worſe !—T'll think 


| no more on't - but away to her Chamber, and bid her 
| think for me, [ Exit, 


[1 PIES \ Ss 2 


5 Ar v. Scene continues. 
Enter Sir Roger and Servant, (Sir Roger with a Leiter 
| * in his Hand.) TOR | 
Sir Ro. V ER fine Doings, indeed l- But L'll-teach 
233 the Dog to play his Tricks upon his Fa- 
ther !—A Man had better let a Lion looſe in his Fa- 
Mily, than a Towa-Rake—Where is Sir Carles, I lay > 
. C Ex Ser u. | 
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Serv, This Moment come in, Sir. 
Sir Ro. And why did not you ſay ſo, Blockhead ? 
Tell him, I muſt ſpeak with him this Moment. 

Serv, The Servant ſays, he waits for an Anſwer to 
that Letter, Sir, y 

Sir Ro. Do as I bid you, Raſcal, and let him wait. 
Fly, I ſay. [ Exit Servant. 

The riotous young Dog !—To bring his Harlots 
kome with him!—But I'll out with the Baggage. 


Enter Sir Charles. 


Oh, Sir Charles !/—"Tis every Word as we ſaid this 
Morning—The Boy has ſtolen her—and I am to be 
ruined by a Law-Suit. 

Sir Cha. A Law-Suit !—With whom, Sir? 

Sir Ro. Read, read, read! [ Gives the Letter. 

Sir Cha, [Read. ] 


| 17 Am Guardian to that Fidelia, whom your Son has Holen 
from me, and you unjuſtly detain. If you deny her 10 

me, the Law ſhall right me. I wait your Anſwer by the 

- Bearer, to aſſert my Claim in the Perſon of 

GEORGE VILLIARD, 


Why then my Doubts are at an End! But I muſt 
conceal my 'Tranſports—and wear a Face of Coolnefs, 
while my Heart overflows with Paſſion ! [ Aide. 

Sir Ro. What, not a Word, Sir Charles ?—There's 
a Piece of Work for you !—And fo 1 am to be ruined ! 

Sir Cha. Do you know this Hilliard, Sir Roger ? 

Sir Ro. Whether I do or not, Sir, the Slut ſhall go 
to him, this Moment. 

bir Cha. Hold a little, This Gentleman muſt be 
heard, Sir—and, if his Claim be good, the Lady re- 
Kored. 

Sir Ro. Why e'en let her go as it is, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha, That would be too haſty—Go in with me, 
Sir, and we'll conſider how to write to him. 

Sir Re. Well, well, well!——1 with ſhe was gone 
tho?. : [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Another Apartment, 


Enter Young Belmont and Fidelia. 


Bel. Aſk me not why I did it, but forgive me. 
Fi. No, Su—'tis impoſſible— I have a Mind, Mr, 
2 Bel- 
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Biment, above the Wretchedneſs of my Fortunes —and, 
helpleſs as I am, I can feel in this Breaſt, a Senſe of 
Injuries, and Spirit to reſent *em. 

B-l, Nay, but hear me, Fidelia! 

Fi. Was it not enough to deſert me in my Diſ- 
treſſes? lo deny me the poor Requeit I made you? 
But mult you own yourſe.f the Contriver of that Letter? 
—” [15 infupportable If I conſented to aſſume a Rank . 
that belonged not to me—my Heart went not with the 

| Deceit—You would have it fo, and [ complied — TWas 

Shame enough, that [| had deceived your Siſter—[t - 
needed not, that I ſhould bring a Proltitute to her 
Friendſhip This was too much - too much, Mr. Be. 
mint J 

Bel. Vet hear me, I ſay! 

Fid. And then, to leave me to the Malice of that 
Wretch !—To have my ſuppoſed Infamy the Tavern 
Jeſt of his licentious Companions | I never flattered 
myſelf, Mr. Belment, with your Love - But knew not, 
till now, that | have been the Object of your Hatred. 

Bel. My Hatred !—But I have deſerved your hardeſt 
Thoughts of me - And yet, believe me, Fidelia, when 
I uſed you worſt, I loved you moſt. | 

Fig. Call it by another Name—for Love delights in 
Acts of Kindnefs —Were your's ſuch, Sir? And yet 
mult I forget all For I owe you more than Injuries can 
cancel, or Gratitude repay. 

Bel. Generous Creature! — This is to be amiable in- 
deed ! —— But muſt we part, Fidelia? 

Fid. I have reſolved it, Sir, and you miſt yield to it. 

Bel. Never, my ſweet Obft:nate | 

Fid. That I have lov'd you, 'tis my Pride to ac- 
knowledge—But that muſt be forgot—And the hard 
Taſk remains, to drive the Paſſion from my Breaſt, 
while I cheriſh the Memory of your humane Offices. 
This Day then ſhall be the laſt of our Meeting—Pain- 
ful, tho” it may be —yct your own, mine, and the Fa- F 
mily's Peace requires it—Heaven, in my Diſtreſſes, has 1 
not left me deſtitute of a Friend—or if it had, I can 
find one in my Innocence, to make even Poverty ſup- 
portable, n 

Bel. You have touched me, Fidel a— and my Heart | 
yields to your 8 then let my Follies ha LY 
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an End—and thus let me receive you, as the everlaſt- 
ing Partner of my Heart and Fortune. 
[ Ofers to embrace her, 

Fid. No, Sir —< The Conduct that has hitherto ſe- 
cured my own Honour, ſhall protect yours—I have 
been the innocent Piſturber of your Family — but never 
ſhall conſent to load it with Diſgrace. | 

Bel. Nor can it be diſgraced—lI mean to Honour it, 
Fidelia You mult comply! 

Fid. And repay Generoſity with Ruin! No, Mr. 
Belmont I can forego Happineſs, but never can con- 
ſent to make another milerable, 

B. IJ. When I repent, Vid ia! - But ſee where my 
Siſter comes, to be an Advocate four my Withes ! 


Ezler Roſetta. 


Naſet. O, Sir, you are found !—You have done not ly 
indeed ! —Burt your Thefts are diſcovered, Sir. — This 
Lady's Guardian has a Word or two for you, 

Bel. Her Guardian! --- Upon my Life, Fiaelia, 
FVilliard ! He comes as I could wiſh him, 

Rej+t. Say ſ when you have anſwered him, Brother 
— Am 1 to lofe you at laſt then, Fid!lia#F—And yet 
my hopes flatter me, that this too, as Mell as the Let- 
ter, is Deccit — May 1 think fo, Fidelia? 

| Fid, As truly as of your own Goodneſs, R 
Your Brother will tell you all -Ch, he has made me 
miſerable by his Generoſuy ! 

Bel. This pretended Guard an, Siſter, is a Villain, 
and Frdel-a the moit abuſed of Women - Rounteons he 
has been inuced—but to his ices, not his Virtues, ſhe 
ſtands indebted for the beſt ot Educations -The Story 
will amaze you! —— At twelve Years old --— 

Rift. He's here, 1 rothe:—ard with him, my Papa, 
Sir Charles, and the Culonel--);ow, Fidelia ! 


Enter S r Roger, Sir Charles, th: Celenel aud Villiard, 


Sir Cha. If that be the Lady, Mr. Villiard, and 
ur Claim as you pretend, Sir Roger has told you, {he 
Mall be reſtored, Sir. 
Sir Ro. Yes, Sir—and your Claim as you pretend. 
Pill. Tis well, Madam, I have found you [Go:ng.ro 
Figelia]J———This, Geniimen, is the Lady—and Ws 
; . - Ing 
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the Robber who ſtole her from me. [| Pointing to Bel- 
mont]—By Violence, and at Midnight he ſtole her. 

Bel. Stole her, Sir? 

Vill. By Violence, and at Midnight, I ſay —— 

Bel. You ſhall be heard, Sir. 

Vill. Ay, Sir, and ſatisfied——1I ſtand here, Gentle. 
men, to demand my Ward. 

7 Sir Cha. Give us Proofs, Sir, and you ſhall have 
uſtice. 

Vill. Demand 'em there, Sir, [ Pointing to Belmont 
and Fidelia] l have told you, I am robbed—If you 
deny me Juſtice, the Law ſhall force it. 

Sir Cha. A little Patience, Sir. [70 Villiard] Do 
you know this Gentleman, Fidelia? 

F.d. Toowell, Sir! 

Sr Cha. By what Means, Sir, did you become her 
Guardian. [% Villiard, 

Jill. By the Will of her who bore her, Sir. 

Sir Cha. How will you rep'y to this, Fidelia? 

Fid. With Il ruth and Houcity, Sir. 

Bel. Let him proceed, Madam. 

Fill. Ay, Sir—To your part of the Story—Tho? 
both ate practiſed in a damned Falſhood, to confront 
me. 

Bel. Falſhood !—Bat I am cool, Sir Proceed. 

Viil. My Doors were broke open at Midnight by 
this Gentleman; | Ponting to Belmont] myſelf wound- 
e, and Fidelia taken from me—He ran off with her in 
his Arms—Ner, till this Morning, in a Coach, which 
brought her bither, have my Eyes ever beheld her. 

Sr Ro. A very fine Buſineſs, truly, young Man! 

[ 70 Belmont. 

Fu. Ne has abuſed you, Si Ir. Belmont is noble 

Be. No Matter, Fidelia --— Well, Sir !—You have 


been robbed, you lay ? [To Villiard, 
Vi. And will have Juſtice, Sir. : 
BJ. Take it from this Hand then. [ Drawing. 


$'r Cha, Hold, Str! This is adding Inſult to In- 
juri Fidelia mult be reſtored, Sir. 
Sir Ro. Ay, Sir—Fidelia muſt be reſtored. | 
F.d. But not to Him -. Hear but my Story—and if - 
I deceive you, let your Friendſhip ſorſake me Hie 
bought me, Gentlenen—for the worſt of Purpoſes, he 
bought me of the worſt of Wom:rennthoulaad, Ting 
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has he confeſt it, and as often pleaded his Right of 
Purchaſe to undo me— Whole Years have I endured 
his bru'al Solicitation: —till tired with Entreaties, he 
had Recourſe to Violence—The Scene was laid—and I 
had been ruined beyond Redreſs—had not my Cries 
brought the generous Mr. Belmont to my Relief—He 
was accidentally paſſing by—and alarmed, at Midnight, 
with a Woman's Shrieks, he forced open the Door, 
and ſaved me from Deſtruction | | 

Sir Cha, How will ydu anſwer this, Sir? 

| [To Villard. 

Fill. *Tis falſe, Sir—That Woman was her Nurſe. 
Theie Hands delivere41 her to her Care. 

Fil. Alas, Gentlemen !—She found me a helpleſs 
Infant at her Door So ſhe has always told me—and 
at twelve Years old, betrayed me to that Monſter— 
Search out'the Woman, if ſhe be alive, and let me be 
confronted. 

Sir Ro. If this be true, Sir Charles, I ſhall bleſs my- 
ſelt as long as 1 live, for getting my Boy.. [Weeps. 

Vill, lis ſalſe, I fay—4 damned Contrivance to 
eſcape me— I ſtand here, Sir, to demand my Ward. 
[To Si, Roger]—Deny her to me at your peril. 

Bel. He thall have my Life as ſoon. 

Veil. Hark you, Sir. {Ts Sir Ro.] There :re Things, 
called Laws, to do Right to the injurei—iy Appeal 
ſhall be to them. 

Sr Cha. That Woman muſt be produced, Sir. 

[To \ Ward, 

Vill. And ſtall, Sir, in a Court of Juſtice—Our net 
Meeting ſhall be there— Till then, Madam, you are 
fecure. [Tc Fidelia. 
Bie. Take Care that you are ſo, Sir, when we have 
Occa on to call upon you—"ou ſtall have Juſtice. 


Vill. Aud. will, sir, in Defiance of you. Exit. 
Sir Cha. Fear not, F.acli«— We believe, aud will 
tect you. | : 


Rt. My ſweet Gi:l!—2ut whence came the Letter 
this Aftrracon ? : 

B:l. Tu as I that wrote it. | 

Reet Oh, monſtrous! ——And could you be that 
Wretch, Brother? 

B. And will atone for it, by the only Recompence 


Sir 


that's left me. 
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Sir Ro. And what Recompence will you make her, 
hah, Rogue? 3 

Bel. J have injured her, Sir—and muſt do her Juſtice 
If you would retrieve my Honour, or promote my 
Happineſs, give me your Conſent, Sir, to make he 

ur Daughter, | 

Reſet. Why that's my. Brother Now I am ſure 
ſhe's innocent !—And fo you will, Papa! s 
- Sir Ro. But poſitively, I will not, Child - Marry 
her indeed! — What, without a Shilling! — And be 
ruined by Villiard into the Bargain — If your Story be 
true, Fidelia, you ſhall be provided foi—But no marry- 
ing, d'ye hear, Child? 

F. d. You need not doubt me, Sir. 

Sir Ro. Why that's well ſaid, Fiaelia. 

Raſet. And deſerves Reward, Sjr—Pray, Sir Charles, 
let us have your Thoughts upon this Mater. 

Sir Cha, Your Brother's Propoſal, Madam, and Fi- 
delia's Denial, are as generous, as your Father's De- 
terinir.ation is juſt. | 

Bel. J expected as much, Sir. 

Sir Cha. My Opinion wes aſkt, Sir. 

Bel. And you have given it ---I thank you, Sir. 
Sir Cha. Think of Hilliard, Mr. Be/meni/—His Claim 
may be renewed, Sir. 

Bel. Fidelia has deceived you then ou think 
otherwiſe, SY Charls. 

C. My Life upon her Innocence !—— And where 
the Fortune, on one Side, is more than ſufficient, ho- 
light is all Addition to it, compared to the Poſſeſſion of 
Her one love-! —— Let me, Sir, be happy in Reſerra, 
[To Sir Roger] ard give her Fortune to Fidtha, to 
moke her an ij worchy of your Son. 

R ſet. There“, a C:icanil tor you ! — What ſays my 
ſw ce: F.. eile : 

Fd. 1 in ended to be ſilent, Madam — Bot 'tis now 
my Du'y to ſpzak-——Ycu have been my Deliverer, 
Sir, from the ww: it of 2vils. [/ B:Imont] Aud now 
would nohly aup ment the heft Othpgaiton, by a Gene- 
roſitv. to miphty for Acknow edy ment if I had 
the Wealth ot Worlds, it wculd he too little to beſtow 
— Bt po.r ard fliendleſs as I am, my Heart niay 
b eak, but never ſha!l cogſcnt to make gy Benefactor 
a Penitent to his Virtues, 


Sir 
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Sir Cha. Tis nobly ſaid, Fidelia! —— And now, Mr. 
Belmont, our Diſputes will ſoon be at an End=You 
have this Day, Sir, reproached me often—It remains 
now, that you ſhould know me as I am. 

Bel. If 1 have erred, Sir 

Sir Cha, Interrupt me not, but hear me — I have 
watched your Follies with Concern; and 'tis with equal 
Pleaſure, I congratulate your Return to Honour—If I 
have oppoſed your generous Inclinations, it was only to 
give them Strength—I am now a Suppliant to your Fa- 
ther, for the Happineſs you deſire. 

Bel. This is noble, Sr Charles“ 

Sir Cha. And to make Fidelia worthy of his Son, a 
Fortune ſhall be added, equal to his warmeſt Expe cta- 
tions. 

Sir Ro. Why, ay, Sir Charles Let that be made 
out, and I ſhall have no objections. 

Fid. What mean you, Sit? [To Sir Charl:s, 

Sir Cha. A Minute more, and my ſweet Gil ſhall be 
inſtructed —— You have often told me, Sir, [Ze Bel- 
mont] that I had an Intereſt in this lovely Creature 
I have an Intereſt !—An Intereit, that you ſhall allow 
me!—My Heart doats upon her! —— Ob, I can hold 
no longer !—My Daughter! my Daughter! 

[Running to Fidelia, and tmbracing ber. 

Fid. Your Daughter, Sir! 

Sir Cha. Oh, my ſweet Child !5ir Roger -r. 
Belmont, my Son !—theſe Tears !—theſe Icars!—Fi- 
delia is my Daughter! 

Col. Is't poſſible? 

Ser Cha. L:t not Exceſs of Wonder over-power vou, 
F. de ia For I have a Tale to tell, that will exceed Be- 
lief. 

F. d. Oh, Sir! 

Sir Cha. Upbraid me not, that J have kept it a Mo- 
ment from your Kncwledge— Tuas a hard Trial! 
and while my | ongue wa taught Diſſimulation, my 
Heart bl:d for a Child's Diitreſſes, 

Bel. Torture us not, Sir—but explain this Wonder! 

Sir Cha, My Tears muſt hare ther Way fir 
O 1 * Caily ly Ch 1d Lung tu Sir Roger and 
the e! Know th: 6—T hat w.ik,d s man, o often 
| mentioned, was my Fidelia'3 erna te—When my 
47 Wiſtaken Zeal drove me into Dnihmen .I left her an ., 

od 8 Infant 
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Infant to her Care — To ſecure ſome Jewels of Value, I 
had lodzed with her, ſhe became the Woman you have 
heard - My Child was taught to believe ſhe was a Found- 
ling—Her Name of Harriet changed to Fidelia — aud 
to leſſen my Solicitude for the Theft, a Letter was diſ- 
patched to me in Fraxce, that my Infant EPauguter had 
no longer a Being Thus was the Father robbed of his 
Child, and the F,other taught to believe he had no 


S ser. 2 
Fi. Am ] that Siſter, and that Daughter? - Oh 
Hcavens ! [ Knelle, 


Bl. [Running to her, and rai/ing her] Be compoſed, 
ny Lite!—A Wioment's Attention more—and your 
1 rantports ſha'l have a i ovſe— Proceed, Sir! 

Sir Cha. Where the withdrew e herſelt, I could never 
learn—At twelve Ycars old, ſhe ſold her, as ycu have 
heard—and never, till Yeſterday, made Enquiry about 
her—"T'was then, that a ſudden Fit of Sickneſs brought 
her to Repentance—She tent for Yilliara -u ho told her 
minutely what had happened The Knowledge cf her 
Deliverance gave her ſeme Conſolation But more was 
to be done yer—She had Information of my Pardon and 
Return—and ignorant of my Child's Deliverer, or the 
Place of her Conveyance, ſhe at laſt determined to un- 


burden herfelf to me -A Letter was brought to me this 
. 8 N "4 
Afternoon, CON;Uur:Ng me to follow oC gucacy Will vw 


ſame Haſte that I weuld ſhun Ruin—I did follow him | 
— and received from this wretched Woman the Story J | 
ave told you. 

Fid. Oh, my Heart! - My Father! [Are] Have 
Jai laſt found you !—And were all my Sorrows paſt, 
mean: only to cudear the preſent Tranſport—? Lis too 
much for me! 

Sir Cha. Riſe, my Child !—To find thee thus vir- 
tuous, in the Midit of Temptations, and thus lovely, in 
the Midſt of Poverty and Liſtreſs l After an Abſence of 
eightren melancholy Years, when imagi ary Death had 
torn thee from my Hopes !—To find thee thus unex- 
pected, and thus amiable l- is Heppineſs that the unin- 
terrupted Enjoyment of the fairelt Life never equalled! 

Fil. What muſt be mice then!— Have I a Brother 
too! [Turning to 1he Colonel] Oh my kind Fortune! 

Cel. My Sifter! . [ Embracing ber. 

: Mis. Fid. 
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Fig. Still there is a dearer Claim than all—and now 
T can acknowledge it—My Deliverer! — 

Bel. And Hulband, Fidelia! Let me receive you, 
as the richeſt Gift of Fortune! [ Catching ber in his Arms. 

Rojet. My generous Girl !—The Pride of your Al- 
* is my utmoſt Boaſt, as it is my Brother's Happi- 
neſs. 


Sir Rs. I have a Right in her to For now you are 
my Daughter, Fidelia. LX ber 

Fid. | had forgot, Sir—If you will receive me as 
ſuch, you ſhall find my Gratitude in my Obedience, 

Sir Cha, Take her, Mr. Belmont, ard protect the 
Virtue you have tried. Joining their Hands. 
. Bel, The Study of my Life, Sir, hall be to deſerve 
er. 

Fid. Oh, Roſetta ! Yet ſtill it remains with you, 
to make this Day's Happineſs compleat-] have a Bro- 
ther that loves you, 

Raſet. 1 would be Fidelia's Siſter every Way !--Sqo 
take me, while I am warm, Colonel! 

Giving him her Hand, 

Col. And when we repent, Riſetta, let the next Mi- 
nute end us. 

Refer. With all my Heart! 

Fid. Now, R:fetta, we are doubly Siſters ! 

Sir Cha. And may your Lives and your Affections 
know an Fnd together. 
Bal. [Tating Fidelia by the Hand] And now, Fidelia, 
what you have made me, take me—a Convert to Ho- 
nour ! I have at laſt learnt, that Cuſtom can be no Au- 
thority for Vice; and however the miſtaken World 
may judge, He who ſolicits Pleaſure, at the Expence 
of Innocence, is the vileſt of Betrayers. 


Te ſavage Man, the wildeſt Beaſt of Prey, 
Aſſumes the Face Kindugſi to betray ; 
His Giant Strength againſt the Weak employs, 
And Woman, whom he ſhould protect, deſtroys. 
| Excunt omnes. 
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EP I L'O G u E. 


Ju, you all expect, from ſeeing Me, 
"An Epilogue, of Hridteſ Purity; 
' Some formal Lecture, ſpoke with prudiſb Face, 
To fhew our preſent joking, gigling Race, 
True Toy conſiſts in Gravity and Grace 
But why am J, for ever made the Tool, 
Of every /queamiſh, moralizing Fool? 
Condemn'd to Sorrow all my Life, muſt I 
Ne'er make you laugh, becauſe I make you cry 
Madam ( ſay they) your Face denotes your Heart, 
*Tis Your's to melt us in the mournful Part. 
So from the Looks, our Hearts they prudiſh deem ! 
Alas, poor Souls! we are not what we ſeem! 
Tho) Prudence oft our Inclination ſmothers, 
We grave Ones love a Joke as wwell as Others. 
From ſuch dull Stuff, what Profit can you reap ? 
Lou cry—'T1s wery fine, —(Yawns) and fall aſleep. 
Happy that Bard Bleft with uncommon Art, 
Wheſje Wit can chear, and not corrupt the Heart! 
Happy that Player, whoſe Skill can chaſe the Splien, 
And leave no worſe Inbabitan! within, 
"Mong fi Friends, our Author is a modeſt Man, 
But wicked Wits vill cawil at his Plan. 
Damn it (ſays one) this Stuff will neuer paſi, 
The Girl wants Nature, and the Rake"; an Aſs. 
Had I, like Belmont, heard a DamfeP, Cries, 
1 would ha ue pinked ber Keeper, ſeized the Prize, 
Whiprt to a Coach, not walued Tears a Farthing, 
But drove away like Smoke —— to Covent-Garden ; 
There to ſome Houſe convenient would bade carried her, 
And then—dear Soul !-—the Devil ſhauld have married her. 
But this our Auther thought tes hard upon ber; 
Befides, his Spark, forſooth, muſt baue ſome Honour : 
The Fool's a Fabuliſt !—— and deals in Ficbion; 
Or be had given bim Vice=——qvithout Reftricbion. 
Of Fable, all his Charafers, partake, 
r Charles ig wvirtuour——and for Virtue Sake; 


Nor 


— 
T 
Wer. vain, nor Bluſtering is the Soldier aorit, 

Hi; Rake has Conſcience, Modefty, and Wit. © 

The Ladies too !——— bow oddly they appear. 25 
His Prade is chaſte, and his Coquet fincere : 

In ſhort, ſo flrange a Group nt er trod the Stage, 

At once to pleaſe, and ſatirize the Age ! 

For you,... ye Fair, his Muſe has chiefly ſung, 

*Tis You, have touched his Heart, and tuned his Tongue; 
The Sex*s Champion, let the Sex defthd, 

A ſoothing Poet is a charming Friend: 

Your Favours, here b:ftowed, will meet Reward, 

So as you love dtar Flattery—— ſave your Bard. 


